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PREFACE 

ON  reading  over  this  heart-moving  story  of 
Loss  and  Gain,  I  am  conscious  of  two  deep 
emotions — of  pity  and  of  awe. 

Of  pity :  not  for  the  world  in  its  loss  of  a 
musician  of  rare  ability  and  understanding  : 
the  world  needs  heroines  more  than  musicians, 
and  the  harmony  of  a  life  attuned  in  perfect 
concord  to  the  will  of  God  is  of  far  greater 
import  to  the  well-being  of  the  world  than  the 
composition  or  the  most  brilliant  execution  of 
the  grandest  symphony,  conceived  or  con 
ceivable.  Not  for  the  artiste,  whose  talent, 
while  the  tapering  fingers  drudge  incessantly 
at  a  Remington's  keyboard,  has  been  denied 
perforce  all  expression  and  growth ;  for  there 
is  that  in  any  honest  toil,  however  otherwise 
unsuitable  or  irksome,  which  inevitably  brings 
pleasure  and  contentment,  when  already  the 
heart  is  at  peace  with  itself.  Nor  indeed  for 
the  writer  at  all,  though  her  lot,  the  score  of 
years  she  has  been  known  to  me  and  more, 
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has  been  in  all  sooth  pitiable  enough,  for  she, 
in  losing  her  life,  has  discovered  it,  in  forsaking 
everything,  has  recovered  all. 

But  for  that  strange,  tragic  figure  of  a 
father,  whom  pride  and  prejudice  robbed  at 
one  stroke  of  all  his  fondest  hopes  and 
ambitions,  and  of  the  lifelong  companionship 
of  a  daughter,  whose  sympathy,  despite  the 
spiritual  gulf  between,  was  ever  quick  to 
understand  and  appreciate,  whose  character 
reproduced  the  best  traits  of  his  own,  and 
whose  loyal  affection  never  faltered. 

What  has  been  his  compensation?  Super 
natural,  none  was  possible.  In  the  natural 
order,  only  the  satisfaction  of  the  grim  hugging 
of  his  anger  and  revenge.  Poor  food  and 
solace  for  the  heart,  when  the  shadows  lengthen 
and  life's  day  is  creeping  to  its  close. 

Of  awe  :  of  awe  in  the  presence  of  the 
working  of  God's  grace  in  the  soul  of  a  god 
less  babe.  Recalling  the  words  of  Genesis  : 
"  Spiritus  Dei  ferebatur  super  aquas,"  we  are 
dumbfounded  to  find  this  child  figuring  out 
Creation  as  the  work  of  a  "  Big,  Kind  Wind." 
And  was  there  ever  such  a  prayer  to  the  Holy 
Ghost  for  wisdom,  understanding,  knowledge, 
as  that  cry  of  the  forlorn  pagan  infant :  "  O 
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kind,  good,  generous  Big  Wind,  blow  thyself 
into  my  mind,  that  my  brains  may  grow  bigger 
and  bigger,  and  be  able  to  understand  why  and 
how-  -"? 

"  Because  thou  hast  loved  truth  and  hated 
iniquity,"  even  when  love  and  hate  found  such 
strange  expression  as  the  blotting  out  of  a 
Bible  with  a  bottle  of  ink,  "  therefore  hath 
God,  thy  God,  anointed  thee  with  the  oil  of 
gladness  above  thy  fellows." 

There  are  passages  here,  where  at  last  the 
ardent  student  discovers  that  she  has  a  soul 
and  that  there  is  a  God,  which  vividly  recall 
the  ecstasies  of  St.  Augustine,  when  first  he 
savoured  the  mystery  of  the  Word  made 
Flesh. 

This  is  in  fact  another  little  book  of  Con 
fessions.  On  behalf  of  its  humble  author  I 
bespeak,  as  did  St.  Augustine  for  himself,  the 
charity  of  a  prayer  from  the  reader  in  return 
for  the  interest  and  encouragement  its  perusal 
may  afford. 

VINCENT  SCULLY,  C.R.L.,  D.S.O. 

Epiphany,  1922. 
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FINDING   A   SOUL 
CHAPTER   I 

Beethoven  adopts  me — Delivering  the  world — Atheism 
—Hell-fire— Punishing  the  Bible — Wild  Indians- 
Flying  downstairs — Seventh  Symphony — Tomboyism 
— Drowning. 

FROM  my  birth  Beethoven  has  overshadowed 
me.  When  I  came  into  the  world  I  hushed 
my  crying,  for  at  that  moment  Father  was 
listening  to  Beethoven's  greatest  Symphony 
being  performed.  At  his  return,  finding  me 
arrived,  my  Dad  lay  the  Symphony  score 
against  me  and  gave  me  its  most  beautiful 
name ;  soon  after,  to  keep  this  name  sacred 
from  common  use,  he  prefixed  it  with  that  of 
the  heroine  of  the  Golden  Legend.  My  big 
Dad,  with  his  solemn  eyes  full  of  the  wonder 
of  the  music,  and  his  thick  hair,  brushed 
straight  fr<3m  his  forehead,  standing  up  like 
a  cornfield,  wrote  my  name  on  the  Symphony 
with  an  inscription  in  Italian,  the  language  of 
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Music.  Thus  the  Symphony  became  sacredly 
mine  own,  even  as  1  became  its  own,  bearing 
its  heavenly  name.  And  straightway  Beet 
hoven  was  adopted  as  my  godfather  and  patron 
saint,  and  I  grew  the  long  fingers  necessary 
to  play  his  script  and  the  plentiful  thick  hair, 
sign,  as  they  say,  of  Beethoven's  devotees. 

Father  was  "  Beethoven  mad,"  and  never 
tired  of  telling  me  about  him,  thus  I  imbibed 
love  for  my  hero  as  I  breathed  air,  and  as  I 
grew  up  the  great  Master  drew  from  me 
worship  as  thorough  as  it  was  permanent. 

No  matter  how  fast  fell  my  infantile  tears 
or  how  loud  was  my  wailing,  Father  had  but 
to  come  to  the  nursery  and  "  talk  music  "  in 
his  deep  sonorous  voice  and  I  would  cease  my 
bemoaning. 

When  I  counted  my  dollies  I  would  end 
saying,  "  And  Bee'o'en  downstairs,  he  is  mine, 
too,  my  dear,  big  Bee'o'en,"  for  the  large  white 
bust  was  to  be  mine. 

When  quite  small  I  would  have  volumes  of 
his  music  on  the  floor,  and  turning  the  large 
pages  reverently,  would  talk  and  dream  about 
what  it  meant.  Better  than  all  my  illustrated 
books  did  I  love  this  wonder-music,  to  me  so 
full  of  pictures. 
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"These  are  little  jumpy  notes  that  dance 
about  from  the  tips  of  one's  fingers,"  I  would 
say,  "  and  those  straight,  white  high  ones  are 
big  altogethers,  and  these  thin,  hollow  ones 
with  no  tails  mean  slowest  of  all.  .  .  .  And 
this  is  his  best  muddles  of  everything  together, 
when  Beethoven  goes  mad  and  makes  big 
storms  and  wild  animals  shrieking  and  devils 
laughing." 

My  elder  sister  Beatrice  would  call  Beethoven 
frowning  and  ugly,  but  I  would  reproach  her, 
in  Father's  words,  "  His  rugginess  is  on  top, 
his  beauty  underneaf." 

She  and  I  often  squabbled  over  which  of  us 
had  chosen  the  prettiest  names  for  our  children 
when  we  should  be  married,  but  when  I  heard 
about  my  hero's  unhappy  life,  I  would  not  play 
any  more  with  her  about  names,  but  told  my 
Beethoven  I  would  have  married  him  to  make 
him  happy  and  comfortable,  but  would  have 
no  children  to  disturb  him.  And  I  never, 
never  any  more  wanted  anyone  but  him. 

Father,  as  well  as  being  an  ardent  student 
of  Beethoven,  was  a  scientist,  more  especially  a 
geologist ;  he  was  very  pronounced  in  atheism, 
and  had  strong  ideas  about  bringing  us  up 
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"  free  and  natural."  We  were  indeed  down 
right  little  atheists,  as  staunch  in  our  unbelief, 
as  proud  of  our  non-faith,  as  the  most  ardent 
devotees  could  be  of  their  religion. 

Father's  influence  was  the  chief  in  our  life  ; 
Mother  was  an  invalid,  and  often  ill.  When 
mere  children  of  the  kindergarten  we  were 
convinced  that  it  was  our  role  in  life  to  save 
the  wide  world  by  preaching  our  gospel  of 
being  True  and  Natural  and  Unbelieving. 
So  we — my  brother,  sister  and  self — formed 
what  we  called  our  "Scientific  Society  to 
deliver  the  World  from  Religious  Falseness." 
This  formidable  title  was  beyond  our  spelling, 
so  Father  inscribed  it  for  us  on  the  front  page 
of  a  penny  exercise-book,  and  we  took  pride 
in  copying  it  on  subsequent  pages  above  the 
names  of  members. 

When  recreation  began  at  school,  a  group 
of  elder  children  would  gather  round  us, 
attracted  by  the  novelty  of  our  questioning 
and  assumed  cleverness.  "  Do  you  go  to 
church  ? "  we  would  ask.  "  Do  you  believe 
in  a  God  ? "  "  Do  you  think  you  have  a 
soul?"  "You  are  stupid!  You  are  only 
pretending,  aren't  you  ?  Why  not  be  true 
and  natural?  Then  you  can  belong  to  our 
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society."  "  Your  parents"  make  you  say  your 
prayers,  but  they  don't  believe  themselves." 
"  No  one  can  prove  there  is  a  soul.  Clergy 
men  only  preach  about  it  to  frighten  people 
into  giving  them  money.  It's  only  weak 
people  and  fools  that  pretend  to  be  religious." 
"  We've  got  books  to  explain  everything." 

We  particularly  liked  boys  to  join  our 
society,  and  for  girls  there  was  one  condition 
— they  must  not  have  a  fringe !  We  hated 
fashion  as  a  modern  crime,  a  relic  of  paganism. 
So  as  a  side-line  to  our  campaign  for  reforming 
the  world,  we  preached — mostly  by  sneers  and 
jeers — against  the  high-heeled  shoes  or  pointed 
toes,  etc.,  of  our  school-fellows. 

We  tried  to  get  our  members  to  stay  out  of 
prayers,  as  did  the  Jews  and  Catholics  and 
ourselves,  but  this  was  against  the  rules.  So 
we  had  to  await  recreation  to  enjoy  British 
freedom  and  transmit  science  talk.  Our 
society  grew  apace  in  wisdom  and  member 
ship,  but  alas !  like  all  great  things,  it  was 
doomed  to  suffer.  The  entire  school  would 
not  join.  In  fact,  certain  girls  came  to  us  one 
morning,  very  fresh  and  important,  declaring 
their  parents  had  forbidden  them  to  speak  to 
us  !  Others  would  not  play  in  our  set,  and— 
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would  you  believe  it  ? — some  of  our  members, 
finding  themselves  unpopular,  actually  left  our 
ranks.  No  amount  of  calling  them  cowards, 
frightened  babies,  black  deserters,  or  (dare  I 
repeat  it?)  stupid  fools,  would  bring  them 
back  to  our  side ! 

This  was  not  all.  Certain  parents,  approach 
ing  the  head  mistress,  informed  her  that  they 
strongly  objected  to  their  little  ones  being 
subjected  to  questions  by  "  those  awful  atheist 
children,"  with  the  result  that  speaking  of 
religion  was  forbidden. 

Thwarted  but  unconquered,  we  gathered 
about  us,  outside  the  walls,  where  school 
intolerance  could  not  reach  us,  the  few 
children  still  staunch,  under  a  new  name  of 
"The  Secret  Society,"  and  on  our  way  home 
with  one  another  discussed  the  Big  Things  of 
Life. 

"  We  belong  to  the  scientists,"  we  would 
say.  "  Just  as  if  there's  such  a  place  as  hell — 
why,  if  you  could  dig  through  the  earth  you'd 
find  nothing  but  minerals  and  water  and — 

and "  Memory  failing,  we  fell  back  on  a 

phrase  that  covered  all,  then  and  long  after— 
"Father  knows" 

Heaven  was  disposed  of  easily  enough ;  as 
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to  the  soul,  "  Why,  of  course  there's  no  such 
thing.  If  you  learn  about  your  inside  you'll 
find  every  bit  taken  up  with  arteries  and 
muscles  and  bones  and  things,  and  if  you 
dissect  a  dead  body,  there's  no  soul  anywhere, 
you  can't  prove  one.  When  you're  dead 
you're  done  with,  like  an  animal.  Father's 
got  diagrams  of  insides  to  prove  it.  And  at 
the  Zoo  he  teaches  us  how  we  came  from 
man-apes,  and  they  from  ourang-outangs, 
first  as  savages,  gradually  getting  civilised, 
down  to  us.  All  that  can  be  proved  ! "  Such 
was  our  conversation  at  school,  also  at  home, 
when  we  came  up  against  a  new  governess 
or  other  person,  probing  them  to  see  if  they 
were  "  silly  enough  to  believe  religion." 

On  wet  Sundays,  when  not  able  to  go  to 
museums  or  for  country  rambles,  Father  liked 
to  show  us  his  extraordinary  collection  of 
pictures,  diagrams,  etc.,  in  huge  portfolios. 
There  was  one  quaint  old  print,  very  large, 
of  which  he  would  ask  us  which  part  we 
preferred.  The  centre  I  cannot  remember, 
probably  because  it  was  some  religious  emblem, 
which,  not  understood,  left  no  impression. 
But  on  the  right  side  were  depicted  narrow 
paths  up  mountains,  over  stony  roads  and  such 
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like.  Folk  toiled  up  as  if  in  pain,  or  with 
much  labour.  Some  fell,  but  were  helped  on 
again.  One  was  lying  by  the  roadside  ;  an 
angel  pointing  upwards  evidently  encouraged 
it  to  fresh  efforts.  All  across  the  top  were 
angels  blowing  trumpets,  cheeks  very  full, 
giving  the  idea  of  great  exertion.  On  the  left 
were  groups  of  jolly  people,  skipping  downhill, 
and  a  gay  wagonette-load  of  holiday  folk.  All, 
without  mishap  or  hindrance,  arrived  speedily 
at  the  bottom,  where  blazed  a  big  fire.  Merry 
little  black  devils  were  romping  around. 
Some  with  pitchforks  were  tossing  folk  into 
the  flames.  It  looked  great  fun — tossing 
them  in ! — so  we  would  laugh  and  invariably 
say  we  preferred  the  bottom  part. 

When  1  was  about  five  years  old  I  climbed 
carefully  up  on  a  big  library  chair  to  reach 
down  a  Bible  from  the  shelves.  Slapping  it 
and  calling  it  "  Naughty  fibber  !  "  I  told  it  I 
was  going  to  prevent  it  from  deceiving  any 
more  "  poor  people."  Opening  it  in  the  middle 
and  laying  it  on  the  floor  I  next  fetched  the 
ink-bottle  from  the  writing-table  and  emptied 
the  contents  carefully  over  the  pages,  that  the 
wicked  fibs  might  be  obliterated.  Then  went 
my  way  proudly  conscious  of  having  helped  on 
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the  wide  world.  Strange  to  say,  I  was  punished 
for  this  act.  Was  it  for  wasting  the  ink  ? 

Now,  although  Father  could  prevent  us 
learning  religion  at  school  he  could  not  pre 
vent  us  visiting  our  maternal  grandmother. 
And,  when  at  their  beautiful  place,  we  had  to 
follow  the  routine  of  a  Christian  household, 
and  check  our  wild  ways. 

"  Heels  together,  heads  straight,"  Grandma 
reminded  us  every  time  at  prayers,  that  solemn 
function  when,  after  the  setting  of  chairs  and 
preparing  a  large  Bible  and  Prayer-book,  the 
six  maidservants  would  file  in,  preceded  by 
the  stately  housekeeper  in  rustling  silk.  And 
"Children,  kneel!"  would  be  the  next  com 
mand.  We  hated  to  give  in,  but  did  not  dare 
disobey. 

"  What  did  you  do  ? "  asked  Beatrice,  "  I 
studied  the  pattern  on  the  cushion." 

"  I  got  hold  of  Lizzie's  apron-string  and 
pulled  it  ever  so  little  at  a  time  so  it  would 
fall  off  as  she  got  up — but  I  can't  think  what 
I'll  do  next  time  ! "  sighed  Basil. 

At  bed-time  Nurse  was  told  to  teach  us  our 
prayers.  When  it  came  to  "  God  bless  Father 
and  Mother,"  Basil  said,  "  It's  no  use  putting 
Father  in  it,  he  doesn't  believe  this  stuff  ! " 
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Now  the  very  staid  and  respectful  appear 
ance  of  Grandma's  maids  as  they  filed  in  to 
prayers  somehow  annoyed  us.  We  said  to 
ourselves  we  must  hatch  a  plot  whereby  to 
alter  the  regrettable  state  of  their  not  being 
"natural."  So  we  carefully  prepared  sticks 
with  crinkly,  scrunchy  wisps  of  paper  tied  to 
the  end.  We  were  wonderfully  good  and 
quick  that  bed- time,  and  when  safely  tucked- 
up  began  secretly  undoing  our  pigtails,  then, 
as  soon  as  Nurse  had  gone,  tied  paper  in  our 
hair.  Telling  Basil  we  were  ready,  we  rose, 
leaving  behind  us  in  bed  the  garments  made 
by  man,  and  unfettered,  in  that  provided  by 
nature  that  Father  had  so  often  assured  us  was 
sufficient,  we  ran  to  the  forbidden  back  stairs, 
creeping  quietly  down  and  on  to  the  big 
door.  By  the  clatter  of  knives  and  forks  we 
could  tell  supper  was  in  progress.  "  Ready  ? " 
"Yes."  All  three  together  we  suddenly 
banged  our  loudest  on  the  panels,  then  burst 
ing  open  the  door,  rushed  in,  yelling,  shouting, 
whooping  some  Red  Indian  war-cry.  Wildly 
flourishing  our  weapons  and  shaking  our  heads 
of  roughened  hair,  we  bounded  round  the  long 
table,  striking  the  chair-backs  with  our  sticks 
and  flourishing  the  whisking  end  in  the  faces 
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of  the  shocked,  scared  assembly,  tremendously 
enjoying  their  squeals  of  "  Oh-h-h-h — those 
wicked  children ! " 

Basil  was  lifted  bodily,  well  slapped  (in  spite 
of  corporal  punishment  being  strictly  forbidden) 
and  taken  off.  A  red  cover  off  a  side  table 
was  snatched  and  wrapped  round  me;  my 
sister  required  no  attention,  as  she  had 
ingeniously  taken  herself  back  to  bed. 

Aroused  by  the  commotion  Grandma  came 
sailing  majestically  into  the  nursery,  saying, 
"  A  good  sound  birching  Td  give  them ! "  at 
which  we  were  really  frightened,  for  we  looked 
on  even  a  slap  as  something  far  beneath  our 
dignity  and  partaking  of  a  lower  order  of 
things.  Punishments  were  being  discussed 
freely,  while  Nurse  tugged  at  our  tangles,  ejacu 
lating,  "Every  bit  of  their  hair  ought  to  be 
shaved  off ! "  There  was  a  fine  to-do,  when — 
lo ! — Father  suddenly  appeared  on  the  scene, 
having  come  straight  upstairs.  I  remember  him 
standing  there  in  his  wet  overcoat,  while  our 
awful  war-dance  was  related  by  a  medley  of 
excited  voices. 

"  They  shall  not  be  punished,"  said  he,  and 
after  the  women  had  retired  he  listened  to  our 
version  of  the  upset  and  about  the  dreadful 
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long  prayers  twice  daily  we  had  to  attend. 
However,  he  advised  us  not  to  play  that  kind 
of  game  any  more  whilst  there,  and  soothed 
and  comforted  we  went  to  sleep. 

But  for  the  most  part  days  at  Grandma's 
were  long  and  enchanting,  especially  as  I  had 
a  dear  black  pony,  "  Charlie,"  with  long  mane 
and  tail,  and  in  riding — as  in  dancing — could 
outdo  my  sister,  who,  like  most  elder  ones, 
did  not  fail  to  tyrannise. 

When  very  young,  she  about  five  and  I 
three  perhaps,  we  could  both  remember  at  our 
country  house,  flying  downstairs,  and  ever 
after  called  it  flying,  never  being  contradicted. 
The  fascination  of  going  through  the  air  like 
the  fairies  was  our  best  of  all  delights.  When 
older,  asking  Father  if  it  was  true  that  we 
used  to  fly  down,  he  would  answer,  "  It  is 
truer  than  true."  Nothing  contradicts  my  own 
delicious  memory  of  it,  and  it  is  still  unex 
plained.  Now  and  again  of  late  years  I  have 
come  across  folk  who  own  the  same  thing : 
when  little  children  they  "  flew  "  in  the  air. 

At  our  grandparents',  stairs  were  particularly 
enjoyable,  so  low  and  wide  we  could  play  at 
being  dead  ;  lying  lengthways  across  one  step, 
the  live  one  could  jump  over  our  corpse — two 
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steps  at  a  time — without  touching  the  dead 
body.  Then  the  thick  soft  carpet,  covered 
with  "  table-cloth  "  as  we  called  it,  and  the 
cold  white  stone  sides,  were,  to  us,  parts  of 
a  fairy  palace;  to  get  the  "  full  feel"  we 
would  take  off  our  shoes  and  socks — till  caught 
at  such  unbecoming  behaviour.  Sliding  down 
the  banisters  when  Grandma  was  out  of  the 
way  was  perfect  glee,  but  never  could  we  quite 
get  back  to  the  "  flying  "  sensation. 

Higher  stairs,  wooden  attic  ones,  trap-doors 
to  the  splendid-looking  roof  with  its  steeple 
and  lightning  conductor,  also  fascinated  us,  and 
we  longed  to  wander  among  the  highways 
and  byways  of  chimneys,  planning  many  an 
escapade.  Then  great  favourites  were  the  real 
grass  stairs  in  the  bank  down  to  the  fountain, 
where  we  longed  for  our  bare  feet  to  get  the 
"full  feel"  and  a  dip  in  the  clear  water. 
Why  are  grown-ups  so  cruel,  always  stopping 
innocent  adventures  ? 

To  prevent  so  many  wild  games  Grandma 
urged  it  was  high  time  we  began  lessons  and 
wanted  me  to  be  taught  the  piano.  But 
Father  had  other  ideas,  and  to  commence  my 
musical  education  took  me  to  hear  the  Seventh 
Symphony  at  Richter's  Beethoven  concerts. 
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Of  the  music  I  would  not  speak,  much  to  the 
disgust  of  some  who  questioned  me,  though 
Father  told  them  to  leave  me  alone.  But  I 
was  voluble  in  condemning  the  ugly  stiff  white 
shirts  worn  by  the  orchestra,  declaring  they 
ought  to  have  loose  velvet  jackets.  Also  I 
hated  the  low-necked  dresses  and  the  soprano 
singing  of  the  women,  in  the  intervals,  as 
"  spoiling  the  real  music."  I  wanted  to  think 
of  this  quietly,  it  affected  me  so  strongly — this 
beautiful  Stairs  Symphony  that  "  never  stopped 
at  down,  and  the  up  part  going  so  far  it  wanted 
to  go  higher  still,  only  there  was  no  more  room 
on  the  fiddles — it  must  mean  up  with  angels, 
right  up  in  heaven ;  or  when  Beethoven  goes 
so  high — I  can't  think  what  it  means." 

This  slight  thought  of  Beethoven's  heavenly 
stairs,  evidently  mixed  up  with  some  remnant 
of  Grandma's  teaching,  was  soon  hid  in  my 
subconsciousness,  for  at  school  we  were  as 
staunch  as  ever  in  atheism. 

Only  on  one  occasion  did  we  find  ourselves 
at  a  disadvantage  over  it.  Grandpa  died. 
Mother  pulled  down  all  the  blinds,  Father 
pulled  them  up,  saying  it  was  superstition. 
But  when  Father  went  out,  we  thought  Mother, 
being  in  sorrow,  ought  to  have  her  way,  so  we 
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pulled  them  all  down  again.  Then,  not  liking 
the  darkened  rooms,  we  sat  on  the  stairs. 

"  What  can  we  do  to  ourselves  to  make  us 
cry  like  Mother  ? "  asked  Basil. 

"  I  don't  know — you  see,  it's  because  we've 
no  religion.  If  we  had  it,  we  would  cry  at 
deaths,"  I  explained. 

"  Yes,  it's  at  funeral  times  that  it's  wanted," 
echoed  my  brother  meditatively. 

"  We  can't  make  crying  come  of  itself,  so 
we  must  pretend — we'll  have  to  do  it  at  the 
funeral  too." 

"  It's  going  to  be  a  great  big  funeral  with 
lots  of  people ;  we've  got  to  wear  horrid  new 
stiff  clothes — all  black.  Father  too,  and  he'll 
have  to  pretend  to  be  religious  for  once.  I 
wonder  how  he'll  do  it !  " 

Friends  who  came  country  rambles  with  us 
— sometimes  invited  to  join  our  botany,  ento 
mology,  or  geological  teaching — were  often 
horrified  at  the  reckless  way  we  climbed 
about.  Father,  however,  liked  me  to  imitate 
my  brother,  advocating  girls  should  be  as 
physically  capable  as  boys — even  in  swinging 
over  rivers  on  swaying  willows — but  there  was 
a  limit. 
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When  boating  and  waiting  at  a  lock,  the 
keeper  to  save  time  went  across  by  a  narrow 
plank.  Rather  than  walk  to  the  bridge  I 
thought  nothing  of  following  his  example. 
The  plank  swayed  somewhat  and  was  indeed 
quite  narrow,  while  the  surging  waters  remon 
strated  loudly  underneath.  Arrived  on  terra- 
firma  Father  said,  "  Child,  if  I  were  you  I'd 
come  by  the  bridge  next  time  ! "  It  was  not 
the  words  but  his  scared  look  and  tone  that 
made  me  realise  my  danger.  The  lock-keeper 
told  him  it  was  a  near  shave  I  was  not  drowned, 
adding  no  one  ever  used  the  plank,  so,  up  to 
then,  he  had  not  thought  it  necessary  to  have 
a  printed  notice  forbidding  it. 

On  another  occasion,  however,  I  was  nearly 
drowned,  for,  closing  my  eyes  when  floating, 
I  had  got  out  of  my  depth,  drifting  in  a 
delicious  dreamy  way  beyond  usual  limits. 
Father  had  finished  his  swim,  and  thinking  it 
time  to  get  back  I  went  to  stand  up.  But, 
dear  me,  wherever  had  the  bottom  of  the  river 
gone  ?  I  tried  again,  stretched  my  feet  further 
down,  but  there  was  nothing  to  stand  on — 
nothing  but  water,  and  having  lost  my  balance 
I  began  floundering  about  in  vain  attempts  to 
get  a  footing.  The  splashing  water  filled  my 
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eyes  and  mouth,  making  matters  worse,  then  I 
lost  the  bladder  floats  I  always  wore,  and  next 
my  cap,  my  long  hair  getting  all  over  the 
place. 

From  the  safe  shore  Father  shouted,  "  Begin 
floating  again ! "  then,  seeing  I  did  not,  or 
could  not,  "  Go  on  floating ;  lie  on  your 
back  again  1 "  he  said.  "  Keep  quiet,  don't 
struggle ! " 

As  well  might  he  have  told  the  water  to  dry 
up,  for  by  now  I  was  thoroughly  frightened, 
floundering  about,  and  screamed,  "  Come  and 
get  me  !  You're  letting  me  drown  !  " 

"  Lie  down  and  float ! "  he  commanded, 
somewhat  crossly  as  it  seemed  to  me.  "  You're 
out  of  your  depth,  don't  struggle  ! " 

Why  on  earth  he  did  not  come  to  me  I 
could  not  think.  It  seemed  ages,  and  in  spite 
of  our  pooh-poohing  of  death,  a  sickening  fear 
now  possessed  me.  These  excursions  to  the 
river  had  been  with  the  set  purpose  of  teaching 
me  to  swim,  but  I  had  not  even  learnt  to  float 
to  a  given  angle. 

At  last  he  got  me  back,  exhausted,  scared, 
shivering. 

"  I  would  have  come  before  only  I  thought 
you'd  sure  to  be  all  right,"  he  commented. 
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"  You've  nearly  drowned  me  ! "  I  reproached 
him.  "  I'll  never  come  again ! " 

My  dishevelled  appearance  and  shaking 
limbs  made  those  at  home  ask  what  had 
happened,  saying  I  must  go  to  bed  at  once. 

"  Oh  dear,  no,"  said  the  philosopher,  "  we'll 
have  breakfast ;  some  hot  coffee  will  mend 
matters." 

He  was  ever  afraid  we  should  "  think"  we 
were  ill  if  anyone  sympathised  with  us.  So 
chilled  and  miserable  I  sat  about  indoors  all 
day.  Next  morning  I  was  too  ill  to  get  up. 

I  never  learned  swimming. 

A  favourite  dainty  of  Father's  was  the  evil- 
smelling,  poisonous-looking  toadstool  Fistalima 
Hepatica,  exuding  a  rich  red  gravy  when 
cooked.  He  declared  he  liked  this,  but  he 
enjoyed  still  more  trying  to  get  others  to  share 
it  with  him,  especially  myself,  as  he  said  it 
wrould  drive  away  my  "  silly  ideas  about 
dying." 

Another  of  his  queer  ideas  was  that  we 
should  be  clothed  "simply."  Once  he  told 
our  dressmaker  to  make  us  sailor  suits  exactly 
like  real  ones.  But  he  sent  them  back,  calling 
them  a  "mockery,"  and  in  the  same  letter 


FINDING  A  SOUL  19 

informed  her  things  should  be  made  on  the 
principle  of  sacks  with  a  cord  round  the  waist. 
The  woman  returned  them  unaltered,  saying 
they  were  done  to  careful  measures,  and  "  if 
the  gentleman  wished  us  to  wear  sacks  he  had 
better  go  to  the  miller's,  but  that  she  was  a 
maker  of  dresses." 


CHAPTER  II 

Life's  puzzles — Big,  Kind  Wind — How  the  world  came  to 
be —  Running  away — Suicide — Beethoven — Salvation 
Eve  at  the  boarding  school — "Trying"  religion  while 
still  unbelieving. 

FROM  earliest  years  we  had  frequent  talks  over 
the  why,  how,  wherefore  of  existence.  Dad 
encouraged  questions  and  tried  to  teach  us 
every  kind  of  'ology,  but  when  it  came  to 
"  Which  was  first,  the  hen  or  the  egg  ?  "  there 
was  no  answer. 

Books  one  after  another  were  given  to  us  to 
help  us  understand,  our  respective  libraries 
becoming  formidable  for  young  children. 
Then  we  were  free  to  go  to  Father's  own 
shelves,  reaching  from  floor  to  ceiling,  with 
their  countless  works  on  science,  their  histories, 
mythologies  of  all  nations,  medical  research, 
books  of  reference  of  every  description,  general 
literature,  classics,  poets,  etc.,  etc.  Anna  Bella 
Buckley's  books  had  been  given  us,  but  we 
were  urged  not  to  be  content  with  her,  but  to 
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probe  deeper.  Darwin  was  as  familiar  as 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Huxley  was  quoted  con 
stantly.  Portraits  of  eminent  scientific  men 
lined  the  walls — we  were  supposed  to  know 
what  particular  subject  each  had  illuminated 
by  his  research  or  his  genius. 

Obviously  our  childish  dipping  into  learned 
books  did  not  give  us  the  answers  we  craved. 

"  You  are  grown  up,  you  have  read  all  these 
books,  why  can't  you  tell  us  now  ?  "  we  would 

say,   or    "  Why  can't  Aunt  B or  Aunt 

C tell  us  ?  they  are  grown  up  and  know 

what  you've  taught  them ! )! 

I  can  remember  my  absolute  craving  to 
know  and  understand  :  gazing  at  the  setting 
sun  or  far  horizon  in  a  beautiful  landscape, 
puzzling,  wondering  till  my  head  ached.  I 
tried  my  utmost  to  stretch  out  to  grasp  "  how 
it  came  to  be."  A  movable  chart  and  astro 
nomical  atlas  were  given  me.  I  thought  by 
mastering  it  I  was  to  get  at  the  knowledge  of 
the  wonders  above  me.  Certainly  it  told  me 
much,  but  never  did  anything  account  for  the 
beginning.  Many  chapters  about  what  the 
sun  was,  bewildering  figures  of  distances,  but 
never,  never  how  anything  came  to  be.  The 
same  with  plants  and  animals.  Heaps  about 
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them,  but  never  a  word  as  to  where  the  first 
came  from.  The  Root  Matter,  the  First  Com 
mencement,  nothing  explained  it.  My  head 
buried  in  my  hands  I  would  read  and  read, 
imploring  my  brains  to  work,  but  all  thought 
had  to  end  with  the  same  kind  of  despair, 
"  I  cannot  understand  !  "  and  I  would  think, 
"  What  is  the  good  of  getting  on  at  school 
if  one  cannot  know  these  First  Things 
of  all  ? " 

Almost  before  I  could  write  I  invented 
many  fairy  stories.  One  that  much  pleased 
Dad  was  about  a  discontented  Princess,  who 
never  found  any  maid  to  her  liking,  so  she 
summoned  clever  craftsmen  to  her  aid.  Direct 
ing  their  work,  she  formed  for  herself  a  waiting- 
maid — perfect  in  respectful  waxen  feature,  per 
fect  with  mechanism  for  movement,  perfect  as 
to  arrangement  of  hair,  exact  set  of  apron, 
humble  attitude  and  so  on.  At  last  she  had 
achieved  her  perfect  maid,  and  so  absorbed  had 
she  been  with  minor  details,  arranging  and 
adjusting,  that  not  until  the  work  was  com 
pleted  did  the  thought  strike  her,  "  But  she  is 
riot  alive ! " 

"  Make  her  alive ! "  she  commanded  her 
wax-modellers,  her  mechanics,  her  sculptors. 
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Alas !   not  one    of   them    could    oblige    the 
Princess,  in  spite  of  their  noted  ability. 

"  Make  her  alive ! "  she  commanded  again, 
her  indignation  rising.  "  Then  fetch  some  one 
who  can/99  Alas!  all  assured  her  Royal 
Highness  of  their  willingness  to  devote  them 
selves  to  her  service,  trying  to  explain  that  to 
give  life,  real  living  life,  was  impossible. 
"  Why  ?  Why  ?  "  roared  the  Princess,  getting 
in  such  a  rage  that  it  brought  oil  fits  and  she 
fell  dead. 

To  try  and  satisfy  the  dominating  riddle  of 
"  How  are  we  alive  ?  "  I  invented  theories  for 
myself.  One  was  of  a  giant.  He  could  do 
everything,  of  course — and  incidentally  the  way 
he  did  things  caused  endless  entertainment— 
but  I  had  to  discontinue  him,  for,  being  big 
and  powerful,  it  was  all  the  more  difficult  to 
account  for  how  he  had  come  to  be. 

So  I  went  into  the  almost  abstract  and 
hugged  to  my  thirsty  brains  a  Big  Kind  Wind 
that  could  blow  and  blow.  There  was  once  a 
tiny  speck  of  dirt,  so  minute  that  under  the 
most  powerful  microscope  you  could  not  see 
it.  But  my  dear  Wind  was  lonely  and  had 
nothing  to  do,  for  there  was  nothing — nothing 
but  himself.  So  he  was  glad  to  find  this 
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minute  atom,  and  kissed  it,  saying, "  Now  well 
see  what  we  can  do  !  "     He  blew  and  blew  till 
the  atom  grew  as  big  as  a  hillock  with  blades 
of  grass   coming   from   out   its   very   nature, 
because  earth  always  grows  something.    These 
blades  the  Wind  blew  till  they  swelled  to  big 
plants.      These,  in  turn,  he  would  blow  till 
they   were   swollen    to    tree-trunks,  growing 
branches,   because   trees   are  never   idle,  but 
grow  of  themselves.     Little  insects  that  the 
Wind  found   in   the   leaves   he   blew   big  as 
lizards,  these   again   he   turned   to   elephants 
and  other  big  animals.     The  tiny  hillock  he 
blew  back  to  separate   grains,  then   each   of 
these    he   blew   into   more    hillocks,    making 
plenty.      From  these  he   blew  the  hills  and 
mountains.       All    day    worked    my    Wind. 
Spiders   became   monkeys,  monkeys   savages, 
savages  Us — thus  the  whole  world  got  popu 
lated    quite    easily    by    my    dear   wonderful 
Wind.     The   drops   of  moisture  were  blown 
till  they  swelled  to  ponds,  lakes,  rivers,  seas. 
Everything,  in  fact,  progressed  under  his  care. 
And  ignoring  for  a  time  how  my  dear  Wind 
himself  got  started,  I  would  end  beseeching 
him :    "  O   good,  kind,   generous   big   Wind, 
blow  thyself  into  my  mind,  that  my  brains 
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may   grow   bigger   and    bigger,   that    I   may 
understand  Why  and  How." 

At  the  age  of  eleven  I  wrote  a  more  elaborate 
essay,  "  How  the  world  came  to  be."  Dad 
showed  it  his  scientific  friends,  proud  of  this 
result  of  his  upbringing.  Re-reading  it  later 
1  find  I  ended  acknowledging  the  inadequacy 
of  my  explanation  thus :  "  This  is  not  really 
how  I  think  the  world  came  to  be — for  I 
cannot  think  how  it  did  !  " 

In  spite  of  high  spirits  and  tomboyism  from 
my  earliest  years,  I  can  remember  crying 
myself  to  sleep  under  the  impression  of  some 
inexplicable  misery.  My  nurse,  one  of  the 
true  old  sort,  would  ask  what  was  the  matter. 
"  I  don't  know,"  was  always  my  answer.  And 
truly  I  did  not.  She  declared  I  must  have 
been  "  born  like  it."  Later  I  could  only 
describe  it  as  an  intolerable  craving,  a  sense 
of  something  wrong,  something  wanting. 

An  aunt  declared  she  would  find  out  the 
cause.  We  spent  summer  holidays  with  her 
and  others.  I  remember  I  had  cried  myself 
to  sleep.  Waking  I  discovered  her  standing 
by  my  bed.  She  questioned  me  coaxing]  y, 


26  FINDING  A   SOUL 

patiently.  In  the  intervals  I  must  have  slept 
anew,  for  her  voice,  raised  a  little,  would 
reawaken  me.  Still  she  stayed  on,  tired,  for 
now  she  sat  on  the  bed.  1  slept,  waking  again, 
finding  it  was  light.  She  no  longer  sat  by  me, 
she  was  stretched  on  the  bed  fast  asleep — and 
my  supposed  secret  lay  sleeping  between  us — 
and  remained  unawakened. 

Father's  mode  of  catering  for  the  mind  and 
neglecting  domestic  comfort  caused  the  house 
keeper  to  neglect  us,  and  we  were  half  starved 
in  a  house  of  plenty  when  Mother  was  no 
longer  there.  The  way  we  had  been  brought 
up,  allowed  our  own  ways  of  freedom,  and  to 
be  "  natural "  and  only  obey  "  from  reason," 
resulted,  as  we  grew  up,  in  anything  but 
harmony.  Discord,  discomfort,  even  injustice 
developed,  home  was  in  fact  miserable,  so  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  run  away,  when  about 
twelve  years  old. 

Keeping  awake  till  what  I  imagined  was 
the  middle  of  the  night,  I  crept  out  of  bed, 
where  I  had  been  waiting  fully  dressed,  then, 
boots  in  my  hand,  clasping  a  bundle  containing 
my  saved-up  threepenny-bits,  string,  scissors, 
pencils,  paper,  best  hair  ribbons,  all  my  hand- 
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kerchiefs  and  some  biscuits — thus  equipped 
I  started  into  the  wide  world  to  find  happiness. 

But  alas !  what  small  things  change  great 
happenings.  Arrived  on  the  ground  floor, 
there  under  the  study  door  was  the  light  still 
burning — Father  had  not  gone  to  bed — yet  I 
was  quite  sure  it  was  the  middle  of  the  night. 
He  would  for  sure  hear  me  if  I  undid  the 
front-door  bolts.  What  a  nuisance  !  I  crept 
back.  My  world- wide  search  ended  between 
the  sheets. 

Finding  home  unbearable,  running  away 
having  failed,  I  pondered  suicide.  Poison 
appeared  to  me  the  easiest  way.  I  had  a 
fancy  that  the  mixture  should  be  in  the  very 
prettiest  and  thinnest  wine-glass,  so  extracted 
one  from  the  back  of  the  sideboard  and  put  it 
ready  on  my  washstand.  Then  I  wrote  out 
and  carefully  sealed  a  tragic  letter  to  my  dad, 
drew  up  my  last  Will  and  Testament,  be 
queathing  in  solemn  terms  my  chief  possessions 
to  the  Public  Library — my  books,  fossils,  my 
self-found  ammonite,  my  Beethoven  music. 
I  pictured  the  dismay  of  the  household  on 
finding  my  cold  corpse  in  bed — the  funeral 
to  be  done  by  a  clergyman  who  would  not 
put  religion  into  it,  the  notice  in  The  Times, 
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adding  "  no  flowers,"  and  the  printed  card  with 
no  religion,  but  some  vague  lines  from  the 
poets.  And  wondering  what  verse  Father 
would  choose,  I  went  out — for  the  last 
time. 

At  the  chemist's  I  requested  twopenny- 
worth  of  poison — only  to  be  refused.  Would 
fourpence  buy  it  ?  I  asked,  doubling  my  offer 
magnanimously.  No,  said  the  man,  nor  four 
shillings  ;  asking,  had  I  the  toothache  ?  or  did 
they  want  to  poison  the  cat?  How  rude  he 
was !  I  said  a  little  would  do  if  it  was  very 
dear.  He  asked  again  if  I  had  the  toothache, 
adding  insult  to  injury.  Toothache  indeed  ! 
I,  who  was  occupied  with  things  serious,  who 
had  written  my  Will,  putting  it  under  my 
pillow — who,  dissatisfied  with  life,  was  about 
to  end  it  and  stop  pain  for  ever,  even  as  a 
badly  hurt  animal  has  to  be  killed  to  be  put 
out  of  its  misery.  Toothache  indeed  !  Baulked 
again  I  had  but  to  turn  away  with  my  miser 
able  failure,  burn  my  documents  and  return 
the  wine-glass  to  the  sideboard. 

My  happiest  times  were,  I  think,  when 
taken  to  the  Richter  and  Charles  Halle  con 
certs,  yet  here,  too,  was  pain,  for  I  cannot 
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describe  the  emotions  music  caused  me  nor 
the  indescribable  longings  it  aroused.  There 
was  a  sort  of  spirit  of  union  between  my  dad 
and  myself  over  Beethoven,  nevertheless  I 
grew  to  think  that  there  was  in  it  something 
beyond  my  father.  Some  sense  of  mystery 
attached  to  this  idea,  partly  from  the  extra 
ordinary  effect  it  had  on  himself.  It  is  difficult 
to  describe,  as  words  lend  themselves  to  mis 
apprehension  in  such  matters  ;  I  can  only  just 
simply  say  that,  after  hearing  one  of  the  great 
Symphonies,  Father  would  say  that  for  a  time, 
a  whole  day  perhaps,  he  could  not  think  of  it. 
Then  it  would  begin  to  "come  back,"  to  use 
his  own  words.  He  would  go  through  it  in 
his  mind,  voicing  some  of  it.  I  do  not  say 
singing,  this  he  did  not  in  the  accepted  sense, 
but  in  his  deep  voice  he  would  give  vent  to 
his  enthusiasm  at  parts  that  overcame  him. 
Often  he  would  shut  himself  in  his  room ; 
lying  on  the  floor,  he  would  groan  as  if  in 
physical  pain,  while  Beethoven's  music  "  went 
through  him,"  "  ringing  in  his  ears,"  "  tearing 
at  his  heart." 

"  Beethoven  is  marvellous,"  he  would  say, 
"  What  does  he  mean,  I  wonder  ? "  Father 
would  emerge  after  some  long  time,  in  a 
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state  of  physical  exhaustion,  as  after  suffering 
some  terrible  ordeal,  his  hair,  always  stand 
ing  straight  up  from  his  forehead,  looking 
straighter  and  stiffer  than  ever.  It  seemed 
to  me  as  if  he  had  been  having  a  conflict 
with  an  invisible  Beethoven — but  why  ?  how  ? 
Such  questions  were  added  to  the  many  still 
unsolved. 

Most  of  my  free  time  was  given  up  to  piano 
practice ;  when  not  at  school  I  would  spend 
at  it  six,  eight,  nine  hours  daily.  It  meant 
endless  repetition  of  scales  and  exercises,  for 
at  that  time  my  repertoire  was  scant.  Turn 
ing  through  some  old  music  I  came  upon 
what  I  supposed  was  a  song,  and  would  have 
passed  it  by,  but  for  Beethoven's  name  attract 
ing  me.  The  words  were  in  Latin,  of  which 
I  knew  sufficient  to  recognise  they  were 
"religious." 

"  What  does  Mass  mean  ? "  I  asked  Dad  at 
his  return  in  the  evening. 

"  Oh,  that's  the  superstitious  humbug  the 
Catholics  have,"  and  tone  and  look  showed 
displeasure. 

"  But  what  has  Beethoven  got  to  do  with 
it?" 
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• 

"Well,"  hesitating,  "you  see,  he  wrote 
music  for  it." 

"  But  Beethoven  would  not  write  for  any 
thing  superstitious  or  wrong  !  What  does  the 
word  Mass  mean  ? " 

Ignoring  the  last  part  of  my  question,  he 
said,  "  Well,  even  great  men  have  to  follow 
the  fashions  sometimes,  so  to  please  folk  he 
wrote  the  music,"  and  he  added  in  quite  a 
different  tone,  as  if  speaking  but  to  himself — 
"  And  it  is  very  beautiful ! " 

"You've  heard  it,  then.  When?  At  con 
certs  ? " 

"  I  had  to  go  to  church." 

"  To  a  Catholic  church  ?"  I  asked,  astonished. 
"Then  Mass  must  be  something  grand,  for 
Beethoven  would  not  write  rubbish,  and  he 
never  cared  a  straw  what  folks  thought — you 
always  say  so.  1  wish  I  knew  what  it  meant ! " 

But  it  was  plain  that  something  was  amiss. 
Father  would  say  no  more.  Inadvertently  I 
had  hit  on  one  of  those  points  to  be  covered 
by  silence,  as  sometimes  happened,  among 
the  many  he  was  but  too  eager  to  answer, 
getting  down  any  amount  of  books  of  reference, 
for  his  own  sake  or  others'.  The  tiny  incident 
put  itself  away  in  some  remote  corner  of  my 
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mind.  From  childhood  we  had  been  taught 
the  value  of  silence.  If  a  serious  matter  was 
approached  inattentively,  or  his  thought,  being 
deep,  must  not  be  disturbed  by  questions — then 
his  answer  would  be — silence.  Our  artist  uncle 
would  often  bring  pictures.  On  one  occasion 
it  was  a  water-colour  of  the  1883  remarkable 
sunsets  in  November  and  December.  Enter 
ing  with  the  words,  "  What  do  you  think  of 
this  ? "  he  put  it  on  a  shelf,  adjusting  it  at 
intervals  to  catch  correct  light.  Standing  by 
Father  he  appeared  to  be  taking  in  his  thoughts, 
but  no  word  was  spoken.  We  children  would 
keep  quite  still,  admiring  in  our  own  way 
what  he  had  painted  so  realistically.  Some 
considerable  time  elapsed.  "I'm  off  now,  good 
bye,"  he  would  say,  his  silent  visit  terminating. 
The  R.A.  rewarded  his  art,  and  we  duly 
reverenced  it. 

When  fifteen  I  was  sent  to  boarding  school, 
but  not  forbidden  religious  lessons,  etc.,  as  I 
was  considered  old  enough  to  "  know  better " 
and  withstand  it ;  then  there  were  no  Jews  or 
Catholics  here,  as  at  the  kindergarten  and  high 
schools. 

The  first  night  at  prayers,  as  no  sign  had 
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been  made  me  to  withdraw,  I  remained  seated 
when  the  others  knelt,  in  spite  of  sundry  pulls 
at  my  skirt  from  the  girl  next  me.  Result : 
an  interview  with  the  head  mistress,  who  I 
found  had  not  been  informed  of  my  atheism. 

"Don't  you  say  your  prayers?  Not  even 
the  Our  Father?" 

"No,  of  course  not.  I  don't  know  it  all 
through  even.  We  don't  pray  because  there's 
nobody  to  pray  to,"  was  my  calm  answer. 

She  was  very  upset,  and  made  me  promise 
good  behaviour ;  this  I  did  willingly,  but  she 
explained  it  would  include  observing  all  the 
school  rules,  even  to  prayers. 

"Well,"  I  replied,  "if  I  must  kneel  a 
minute  at  my  bedside,  I  will,  but  I  can't 
pray  if  I  don't  believe." 

Whisperings  and  titterings  would  go  the 
round  of  the  white  beds.  "The  new  girl's 
counting  sixty."  "  She  ought  to  be  told  to 
cover  her  face  with  her  hands."  "  She's  no 
sooner  down  than  she's  up."  Such  were  the 
remarks  of  my  companions. 

To  the  mistresses  I  was  a  sore  trial ;  some 
attempted  to  win  me  to  religion.  But  how 
could  a  woman  put  belief  into  me  ? 

For  two  successive  years  I  refused  to  be 
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confirmed,  though  I  had  to  attend  the  classes 
and  listen  to  a  doctor  of  divinity  explaining 
the  Creed.  In  the  second  year  especially 
my  superiors  tried  to  persuade  me,  as  it  was 
unheard  of  for  a  pupil  to  hold  back.  But 
I  flatly  refused,  saying  I  could  not  kneel  to 
a  bishop  and  tell  him  lies.  As  they  knew  my 
state  of  unbelief  I  cannot  think  how  any 
sincere  Christian  Englishwoman  would  wish 
me  to  go  through  so  solemn  a  function. 

The  explanation  of  the  Creed  by  this 
minister  seemed  to  me  very  vague  and 
inefficient.  He  said  theirs  was  called  the 
Catholic  Church  because  it  meant  it  was 
universal  and  they  sent  out  missionaries  to 
convert  the  heathen.  Discussing  it  with  the 
girls,  I  found  they  did  not  understand,  but 
did  not  think  this  mattered  at  all.  1  was 
indignant  with  them,  considering  the  subject 
ought  to  be  logically  explained,  as  any  other 
lesson. 

u  There  is  something  at  fault,"  I  said.  "  You 
ought  to  know  what  you  believe,  instead  of 
repeating  things  like  parrots.  You  say  you 
believe  the  Catholic  Church — yet  you  abuse 
it  and  call  it  awful  names.  Why  don't  you 
say  you  believe  the  Protestant  Church  ? " 
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(They  didn't  know.)  "  The  Communion  of 
Saints  is  all  Greek  to  you."  (They  did  not 
deny  it.)  "  Then  whatever  remission  of  sins 
means,  I  can't  think,  but  if  you  believe, 
you  ought  to  get  remitted  before  being  con 
firmed.  Yet  none  of  you  do  anything !  If 
only  I  could  ask  a  Catholic — wicked  and 
superstitious  as  they  are — 1  feel  sure  they 
could  explain  it,  as  it  has  their  name  in  it. 
I  wonder  who  made  the  Creed  up?" 

One  evening  the  rooms  were  prepared  for 
a  special  Prayer  Meeting.  The  whole  school 
was  to  find  salvation  that  night.  Two  ministers 
and  some  visitors  came.  There  was  an  address, 
prayers,  hymns,  then,  looking  over  the  rows 
of  the  120  assembled  girls,  one  minister  said 
solemnly,  "All  the  girls  that  are  Christian, 
stand ! " 

A  few  rose  immediately.  "  That  all  ?  "  A 
few  more  stood  up.  A  teacher  went  to  the 
front  and  signed  for  all  the  little  ones  to  rise. 

"  Happy  are  the  lambs  of  the  Lord.  Now, 
all  you  dear  Christian  children,  come  with 
me,"  and  they  were  led  to  the  adjoining  room, 
which  had  been  brightly  decorated  with  plants, 
ferns,  flowers,  and  bunting.  A  new  set  of 
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vivid  red  hymn-books  were  sorted  out,  while 
every  gas-jet  was  on  at  the  full.  The  effect 
on  entering  the  "  Lord's  Room  "  was  startling 
after  its  usual  dull  aspect.  A  joyful  hymn 
was  struck  up  briskly,  followed  by  fervent 
prayers  and  hymns,  alternated  with  exhorta 
tions  for  "  the  others  to  come  in." 

While  that  part  of  the  meeting  was  keeping 
those  girls  in  a  kind  of  excitement,  the  Dark 
Room  they  had  left  was  just  the  reverse. 
Only  one  gas  was  on,  turned  very  low.  The 
indistinct  form  of  the  minister  standing  or 
kneeling  at  the  desk  was  the  more  impressive 
in  the  gloom,  while  his  deep  emotional  voice, 
hushed  almost  to  a  whisper,  led  the  hymn, 
"  Come  to  Jesus,"  played  very  softly  and 
slowly,  the  last  words  trailed  out  in  a  lower 
whisper  still.  "  Let  me  not  leave  this  school 
to-night  till  every  child  has  found  salvation  ! " 
or  looking  round  at  the  end  of  another 
verse,  he  would  ejaculate,  "  What  ?  still  some 
left  ?  How  can  I  soften  these  hardened 
hearts  ? " 

At  every  pause  a  visitor  would  go  round 
gathering  those  who  were  "ready."  "Come 
along,  dear,"  was  her  coaxing  invitation,  and 
taking  them  to  the  "Lord's  Room,"  quickly 
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shutting  the  door  after  them,  she  would  return 
awaiting  more  saved  souls. 

Occasionally  the  "  Lord's  Room  "  minister 
would  come  to  our  door,  leaving  the  other 
ajar  for  us  to  get  a  glimpse  of  its  brightness, 
asking,  "  Have  all  the  lambs  entered  the 
Fold?  Not  all?  Ah!  we  must  pray  the 
more  fervently." 

It  was  noticed  that  the  Bad  Girl  of  the 
school  influenced  those  near  her,  so  she  was 
seated  in  front  apart,  and  at  the  end  of  the 
next  verse  this  group  of  girls  rose  bodily, 
most  of  them  in  tears. 

Now  there  remained  only  the  bad  girl  and 
myself,  a  desert  of  empty  benches  between 
us.  The  clergyman  still  pleaded  and  prayed, 
urging  the  teacher  at  the  harmonium  to  go 
"  more  gently,"  that  the  heart  might  hear  the 
call.  Throughout  it  all  I  had  been  a  surprised 
and  attentive  spectator.  Now  I  was  to  witness 
the  last  conversion.  The  black  sheep  was 
crying,  a  visitor  was  by  her  side  instantly,  and 
lo!  salvation  went  to  her  too.  I  remember 
longing  to  know  what  she  felt.  She  rose, 
wiped  her  eyes,  held  up  her  head,  and  with  a 
firm  step  followed  her  guide.  Her  past  life 
of  constant  bad  example  and  slovenly  work, 
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bullying  of  younger  ones  and  general  breaking 
of  rules — all,  I  supposed,  dropped  from  her. 
She  was  paraded  first  to  the  hall  that  all  might 
see  the  big  prize,  then  taken  the  longest  way 
round  to  the  haven,  the  "  heavenly  Jerusalem," 
the  door  flung  wide,  quite  noisily  this  time, 
and  the  converted  one  landed  safely  within. 

Was  I  to  be  left  sitting  in  the  dark  alone  ? 
Ah  !  a  visitor  came  to  me.  It  was  my  turn  ! 
This  good  stranger  argued,  prayed,  pleaded, 
sometimes  kneeling  by  my  side  as  I  sat  on. 
It  did  not  matter  about  the  past,  she  said,  if 
only  I  would  believe  now. 

"But  I  don't  believe  and  I  can't!"  I 
answered  her. 

She  sighed  and  pondered.  "  But  surely 
you  believe  there  is  a  Saviour  Who  came  for 
everyone  ? " 

"  Really  and  truly  I  do  not.  I  have  no 
religion  at  all." 

"  That  does  not  matter  if  only  you'll  say 
'  I  believe  ' — then  Christ  will  enter  your  heart, 
and  you  will  be  saved,"  and  she  spoke  of  the 
joy  of  the  Christian. 

Poor  woman,  I  respected  her  earnestness, 
but  to  her  persistence  I  could  not  consent. 
At  last,  trusting  to  end  an  interview  that 
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seemed  hopeless,  I  assured  her  that  if  I  had 
belief,  like  her,  I  would  say  so. 

How  could  I  make  myself  believe  thoughts 
like  hers  ?  I  wondered  if  the  black  sheep  or 
others  had  been  true  when  they  said,  "  I 
believe,"  and  if  they  had  felt  Christ,  a  spiritual 
God,  go  right  to  them,  and  how  they  would 
have  explained  it.  I  wanted  to  look  inside 
one  of  them  and  see  what  had  happened. 
How  did  a  God  go  to  them? 

To  my  pleader  I  said,  "  Since  you  ask  for  it 
with  so  much  earnestness,  should  Christ  come 
inside  my  heart  and  I  feel  it,  then  of  course  I 
will  say  'I  believe/" 

She  prayed  again,  then,  "  Come,"  she  said, 
"I  think  you  had  better  go  into  the  other 
room  and  sit  at  the  back.  Belief  may  yet 
come  to  you.  If  it  does  I  feel  sure  you  will 
be  a  sincere  Christian." 

Now  it  seemed  to  me  I  could  invent  a  much 
better  way  of  converting  girls.  They  should 
be  required  to  acknowiedge  they  were  in  need, 
and  made  to  understand  a  new  start  was  a 
serious  thing.  They  ought  to  go  over  a  bridge 
of  some  sort,  make  a  break  somehow — DO 
something.  I  was  vague  as  to  what,  could 
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only  think  of  Baptism.  I  could  not  quite 
understand  why  they  were  asked  if  they 
believed,  since  they  were  not  savages  or 
unbelievers  and  had  been  christened  pre 
sumably,  but  then  I  was  an  ignoramus.  To 
my  mind  the  meeting,  however  well  arranged, 
lacked  something.  And  to  me,  the  bad  girl 
seemed  the  most  honest,  as  she  certainly  did 
try  to  reform.  For  the  rest,  my  awaiting 
eyes  saw  little  difference.  Questioned  as  to 
their  Christianity,  one  said,  "I'm  a  Christian 
because  I  go  to  church,  and  shall  after  I 
leave."  Another  said,  "  I  believe  the  Bible, 
that's  what  being  a  Christian  means."  Another 
said  it  was  "quite  easy."  Easy?  well,  so  it 
seemed,  though  "easiness"  was  scarcely  an 
attraction  in  my  opinion. 

However,  driven  into  this  train  of  thought, 
I  began  to  ponder  whether  after  all  there 
might  not  be  some  kind  of  a  God.  Science 
and  the  many  'ologies  had  failed  so  far  to 
give  any  definite  answer  as  to  the  Root  of 
Things.  The  prospect  of  passing  one's  life 
reading  heavy  books  in  search  of  this  know 
ledge  was  not  alluring.  Certainly  but  few 
adopted  it.  Supposing  there  could  possibly 
be  a  Great  Wonderful  Spirit  ?  It  would  be 
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no  more  puzzling  than  to  think  which  was 
first — the  hen  or  the  egg. 

I  asked  if  the  salvation  ministers  had  been 
paid.  No.  So  my  parent  had  not  been  quite 
correct  about  clergymen  frightening  folk  to 
get  money.  And  the  girls  had  certainly  not 
been  afraid.  Then,  again,  there  were  so  many 
more  people  with  religion  than  without — it 
looked  as  if  there  might  be  something  in  it. 

Father  had  said  when  we  grew  up  we  might 
have  all  the  religions  in  a  row,  so  to  speak, 
and  choose  whichever  we  preferred,  so  I  had 
no  scruples  about  my  first  teaching ;  he  had, 
too,  always  insisted  people  should  be  free. 

Once  in  quoting  from  the  poets  some  line 
about  "  my  soul  in  wonderment,"  I  had  inter 
rupted  with,  "  But  you  say  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  a  soul ! "  He  did  not  answer  for  a 
moment,  then,  "  Ah,  child,  you  do  not  under 
stand.  Anyhow,  poets  have  souls"  Of  course 
at  the  time  I  knew  he  wished  to  convey 
that  poets  have  a  higher  kind  of  nature  to 
appreciate  beauty,  art  and  such-like.  But, 
thought  I,  supposing  poets  know  they  have 
souls  as  Christians  say  ?  If  so,  then  others, 
seeking  the  beautiful,  would  have  souls 
too? 
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Oh,  it  was  all  very  puzzling,  and  compli 
cations  of  thought  often  made  my  head  ache. 
Of  all  the  things  Father  had  tried  to  teach  us 
I  retained  but  vague  and  scrappy  ideas,  but 
some  oft-repeated  phrases  remained  in  the 
memory,  as,  for  instance,  the  need  to  prove 
things  and  ever  seek  knowledge. 

I  seemed  to  remember  there  must  be  "  two 
sides  to  everything,"  and  argued  to  myself  on 
Dad's  own  lines.  "  Two  ends  to  a  ladder " 
might  signify  deeper  things.  Then  I  had 
begun  life,  so  I  had  had  one  side  in  atheism. 
Why  not  try  another  side — religion  ?  Where 
went  the  other  end  of  life's  ladder  ?  along  on 
the  level,  as  when  a  ladder  is  laid  down,  or 
up — up — into  mystery  ?  A  ladder  was  only 
of  use  when  reaching  up,  up  where  pointed 
church  steeples,  up  heights,  where  sang  larks, 
higher  yet,  where  it  made  you  giddy  to  look. 
Did  not  religion  lead  high  up  into  mystery, 
such  as  the  poets  raved  about  ?  and  such  as 
Music  must  mean  when  it  was  so  beautiful 
and  like  nothing  earthly  ?  If  so,  what  could 
be  more  delightful  than  religion  to  take  one 
up  ?  Why  not  find  out  all  about  it  ?  Did 
religion  lead,  perhaps,  to  a  real  heaven  ?  if  so 
where  wras  it  ?  Then  the  old  ideas  would 
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baulk  me,  then  again  the  new  desire  would 
return,  desire  to  find  out  religion,  something 
more  than  what  seemed  so  superficial  in  the 
life  about  me.  About  this  time,  after  sleepless 
nights  from  thinking — thinking  which  led  me 
no  further,  for  there  was  no  one  about  to 
whom  I  cared  to  go  for  knowledge — I  came  to 
a  curious  decision,  and  determined  to  adopt 
the  role  of  a  Christian.  I  did  not  believe,  but 
wanted  to  try  the  life,  hoping  to  arrive  at 
something  inwardly  by  thus  uniting  myself 
outwardly  with  what  there  was  of  Christianity 
in  the  school ;  just  as,  once,  I  had  so  wanted 
to  be  a  boy  I  dressed  up  in  my  brother's  suit 
to  see  what  it  felt  like,  the  masculine  garb  on 
my  person  being  the  only  way  I  knew  to  give 
me  the  idea. 

They  had  told  me  it  was  "easy"  to  be  a 
Christian.  Well,  so  it  was,  for  when  I 
acquainted  my  class  mistress  with  the  fact, 
telling  her  plainly  that  my  beliefs — or  want 
of  them — remained  unchanged,  half  expecting 
she  would  denounce  me  as  a  hypocrite,  on  the 
contrary  she  said,  "  That's  all  right." 

That  evening  I  was  presented  with  a  Bible, 
and  accepted  it  as  the  outward  symbol  of  my 
new  role,  placing  it  conspicuously  by  my  bed- 
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side.  From  thence  my  teachers  looked  on  me 
as  "  converted." 

On  leaving  school  my  new  resolve  was  to  be 
put  to  the  test,  for  I  determined  to  do  the 
thing  properly,  and  at  home  was  off  to  church 
on  Sundays,  arousing  the  sneers  and  jeers  of 
my  sister.  Father's  pained  silent  surprise  was 
worse.  But  he  let  me  be  free,  judging  it  but 
some  passing  phase,  blaming  the  school  for  not 
occupying  my  mind  with  something  more 
useful,  and  bringing  ridicule  to  bear  on 
religion  at  every  opportunity  in  conversations 
with  others. 

Finding  churches  to  go  to  was  a  novelty ;  I 
went  to  a  different  one  each  time.  Knowing 
nothing  of  High  or  Low,  I  expected  to  find 
but  one  teaching.  But  now  fresh  troubles 
arose.  It  did  not  take  many  weeks  to  find 
the  same  subject  was  treated  in  a  variety 
of  different  ways,  in  fact,  ways  in  flat  con 
tradiction  one  to  another.  A  stranger  might 
almost  think  each  minister  held  it  as  a  duty  to 
give  a  distinct  view  of  his  own.  All  could  not 
be  right.  Two  sermons  in  particular  made  me 
ponder,  for  a  preacher  at  11  a.m.  said  that 
Holy  Communion  was  but  a  commemoration, 
and  it  would  be  idolatrous  to  believe  other- 
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wise.  Elsewhere  that  same  evening  a  fervent 
man  declared  the  truth  was  in  Christ's  own 
words,  that  He  meant  what  He  said,  therefore 
the  bread  was  changed.  Reading  for  myself 
afterwards  it  did  seem  as  if  the  latter  were 
right,  though  I  could  not  believe  anything  of 
it.  With  such  contradictions  disturbing  me  it 
was  a  wonder  I  did  not  throw  up  my  quest. 
But  something  attracted  me  to  seek  further, 
for  I  wanted  there  to  be  a  God — a  beautiful, 
all-powerful  Being,  something  great  and  be 
yond  ourselves  that  could  account  for  every 
thing. 

I  could  have  consulted  a  minister,  but 
which  ?  Obviously  each  would  tell  me  some 
thing  different.  Even  if  I  settled  on  a  par 
ticular  church — the  one  with  the  best  organ, 
for  instance — the  clergyman  might  die  or 
leave,  and  then  the  new  one  would  probably 
be  quite  different.  It  did  not  seem  much 
like  a  fold  with  one  Shepherd.  Why  did 
the  authorities  permit  such  a  medley  ? 

All  this  time,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  I 
never  really  prayed,  never  addressed  a  real 
word  to  any  deity,  though  I  kept  on  going 
assiduously  to  every  church  within  reach,  one 
after  another. 
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Attracted  by  a  joyous  peal  of  bells  one 
day,  I  pushed  the  swing  doors  and  at  once 
perceived  different  surroundings  in  the  church 
before  me.  And  a  strange  aroma  greeted 
me,  pleasing  if  anything.  Gradually  it  dawned 
on  me  it  must  be  that  stuff  wicked  priests 
used  to  hoodwink  people — incense.  Surely 
this  could  not  be  a  Catholic  church,  it  would 
not  be  open  like  this,  but  hid  up  some  dark 
alley.  A  lot  of  poor  folk,  some  coster  youths, 
seemed  quite  at  home  sitting  near  the  door. 
Their  presence  made  the  church  quite  different 
from  the  usual  ones.  Then  a  little  woman  in 
black,  seeing  me  rooted  there  gazing  around, 
came  smilingly  towards  me ;  ah !  she  had  a 
money-bag  in  her  hand — of  course  they  were 
robbing  people  of  all  they  could  get,  frighten 
ing  them  about  Hell ;  she  was  a  she-devil 
very  likely,  smiling  to  entrap  me.  Before  she 
reached  me  I  hastily  withdrew. 

Ere  I  had  sought  out  a  fresh  building  for 
my  inspection,  Father  announced  to  me  the 
surprising  news  that  I  was  to  go  to  a  convent 
school  abroad  because  of  the  musical  successes 
he  had  heard  about  of  some  English  girls. 

A  Roman  Catholic  convent  school !  I  stared 
at  him. 


CHAPTER  III 

To  the  Convent — Nearly  expelled — Henry  VIII. — Scared 
at  a  priest — The  poor  Concerto — Beethoven  a 
Fleming — Upstairs  to  the  finding — Elixir — An  awful 
letter. 

IN  the  Convent  parlour,  as  I  sat  gazing 
curiously  at  the  religious  garb  of  my  future 
superiors,  Father  said,  "  Of  course  I  do  riot 
wish  my  daughter  made  a  Catholic.  I  under 
stand  the  other  English  girls  are  free." 

"Yes,  certainly,  we  do  not  interfere — that 
is  a  matter  for  conscience,  is  it  not  ? "  and 
Father  appeared  satisfied. 

As  the  front  door  closed  I  was  asked,  "  You 
do  not  feel  the  leaving  of  home?  You  are 
not  going  to  cry  ? "  I  felt  sorry  I  could  not 
oblige  them,  as  they  so  evidently  expected  it. 
"  She  isn't  crying — the  first  English  girl  who 
does  not  cry ! "  were  the  words  with  which  I 
was  introduced  to  my  future  companions. 

No,  I  knew  for  one  thing  that  Father  would 
see  me  again  before  returning  to  England,  as 
he  was  to  go  touring  about ;  then  all  was  so 
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curious,  I  was  watching  and  wondering  at  the 
constantly  recurring  surprises.  To  keep  seeing 
nuns  about  was  in  itself  a  phenomenon. 

While  at  our  desks  there  came  the  sound  of 
a  weird  dirge,  and  many  passing  steps  in  the 
street  outside.  The  mm  rose  kneeling  on  her 
chair,  and  I  could  not  help  thinking  it  might 
overbalance.  The  girls  knelt  up  on  their 
benches,  some  prayer  was  recited,  beginning 
and  ending  with  a  brush-a-fly-away  movement 
that  I  had  to  learn  later  was  the  sign  of  the 
cross. 

"  A  dead  go  by,  we  pway,"  explained  a  big 
girl,  priding  herself  on  her  perfect  English. 
The  first  fact  of  the  "  dead  going  by " 
astonished  me  as  much  as  the  "  we  pway," 
but  I  made  no  comment. 

About  6.30  p.m.  the  girls  put  on  outdoor 
attire.  What  a  strange  time  for  a  walk, 
thought  I,  a  cold  dark  September  evening. 

"  Mademoiselle  not  tired,  she  come  too  ?  " 

I  was  ready  for  any  new  adventure,  then 
the  invitation  was  alluring  in  such  polite  terms. 
At  home  Father  had  never  permitted  maids 
to  give  us  the  prefix  "  Miss,"  any  more  than  he 
had  allowed  them  or  relatives  or  others — in  so 
far  as  he  could  prevent  it — to  call  us  "  dear." 
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Upstairs  we  went,  several  flights ;  was  it  to 
the  roof  to  play  tennis  ?  Then  a  large  door 
opened.  What  a  strange  sight — lots  of  chairs, 
on  either  side  a  long  line  of  black-robed  nuns, 
one  behind  the  other,  kneeling  in  perfect  still 
ness.  My  heart  beat  fast ;  I  cannot  describe 
my  first  sensation  at  this  sight.  Had  the 
"  dead  "  come  here  then,  and  was  there  to  be  a 
funeral  ?  Before  us  was  an  altar,  it  and  the 
whole  chapel  richly  decorated.  It  was  useless 
to  deny  its  prettiness.  The  girls  advanced 
two  and  two  ;  I  hesitated,  feeling  it  too  solemn. 
It  was  so  obviously  a  house  of  prayer,  so 
different  to  the  last  school,  where  on  Sundays 
one  just  "went  to  church,"  sitting  down 
mostly,  and  where  it  was  the  exception  to  see 
anyone  in  devout  prayer.  Curious  qualms 
came  over  me  as  to  my  right  of  going  into 
such  a  place,  but  the  nun  in  charge  smiled  and 
nodded  reassuringly.  I  found  myself  in  front 
of  one  of  those  peculiar  chairs ;  attempt  to 
kneel  on  it,  well,  I  could  not ;  for  one  thing  it 
might  topple  over,  for  another,  why  should  I 
kneel  here — where  I  did  not  belong  ? 

Awkwardly  enough  I  stood  there,  acutely 
conscious  of  how  different  I  was  from  those 
around  me.  Then  another  nun  beckoned  me 
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out,  telling  me  she  was  English,  and  that 
Rev.  Mother  had  sent  her,  knowing  how 
strange  I  must  be  at  first.  We  went  down 
stairs  together.  She  told  me  I  could  take  my 
own  Bible  or  books,  but  should  be  expected 
to  go  to  chapel  twice  daily  with  the  others. 
"  Twice  daily  ?  "  I  asked,  astonished.  We 
were  in  the  refectory  when,  at  some  distant 
bell  ringing,  "  The  Angelus,"  said  she. 
"  What  for  ?  "  said  I  ;  but  she  had  closed 
her  eyes  and  was  kneeling  on  a  prie-Dieu. 
(How  extraordinary  to  have  a  chapel-chair  in 
the  dining-room,  I  thought,  but  they  were  all 
over  the  place.)  She  could  not  believe  I  had 
never  heard  of  the  Angelus,  explained  it,  saying 
I  should  soon  learn  it,  as  it  was  said  three  times 
daily.  "Three  times  daily?"  ejaculated  I 
again.  Then  supper  with  a  long  grace  before 
and  after.  Then  to  the  dormitory  with  its 
spotless  white-curtained  chambrettes.  Here 
a  nun  walked  up  and  down  after  tinkling 
a  hand-bell,  reciting  invocations  to  "Jesus, 
Marie,  Joseph."  Marie — ah,  thought  I,  that 
was  the  woman  Protestants  sang  the  Mag 
nificat  about,  yet  always  abused  the  way 
Catholics  worshipped  her.  And  Joseph,  that 
must  be  the  Pope,  I  supposed,  but  the  last 
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dead  one,  surely,  as  they  would  not  be  praying 
to  the  living  one. 

It  appeared  to  me  a  breach  of  the  faith  that 
the  eight  or  so  English  girls  should  copy  the 
Catholics,  making  the  sign  of  the  cross,  bowing, 
etc.  I  pitched  into  them,  for  some  owned 
their  parents  would  not  like  it.  They  con 
tinued,  however,  and  I  had  several  somewhat 
heated  arguments  with  them,  although  told 
to  let  them  be.  It  was  not  the  action,  but 
the  fact  that  they  were  simply  copying  like 
parrots.  Summoned  to  the  parlour,  the 
Superior's  French  was  translated  to  me  pretty 
plainly — if  I  kept  disturbing  the  school  I  must 
leave.  All  they  asked  was  that  I  should  bow 
when  in  line  with  the  others,  simply  out  of 
respect,  not  to  look  "  unique  "  and  be  other 
wise  simply  respectful.  Was  this  too  much 
to  ask  ?  Well,  no,  I  really  did  not  think  it 
was,  for  I  wanted  to  stay.  So  I  promised  to 
behave  instead  of  standing  rigid  when  the 
others  knelt  on  entering  chapel,  and  turning 
brusquely  away  when  offered  holy  water.  The 
nun  had  told  the  girl  not  to  do  this,  but  she 
had  persisted — for  the  fun  of  seeing  my  in 
dignant  look,  I  suppose.  But  echoing  their 
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saying,  "  When  at  Rome  do  as  Rome  does," 
I  gave  the  English  girls  a  parting  sneer  and 
told  them  they  might  as  well  become  Catholic 
altogether  rather  than  mock,  explaining  I  was 
only  going  to  do  what  was  asked,  and  that 
they  need  do  no  more  either  ;  then  turned  my 
attention  elsewhere. 

In  a  French  history  the  tone  employed 
against  England  under  Henry  VIII.  did  not 
please  me,  and  I  burst  out  with  "  It  is  not  fair 
to  teach  like  that !  Anyhow  I  dare  say  Eng 
lish  books  can  justify  our  side  and  tell  plenty 
about  foreign  countries  !  " 

Sister  calmly  waited  till  my  indignation  had 
subsided,  then  asked  me  if  I  knew  my  history. 
Well,  to  be  candid,  it  had  always  been  my 
weak  point ;  never  liking  it,  I  had  retained 
but  the  haziest  notion  of  Henry  VIII. — that 
he  was  called  "  Bluff  King  Hal "  was  about 
all  I  could  remember,  and  had  many  wives. 

"  Would  it  not  be  better  to  read  the  whole 
chapter?"  asked  Sister  quietly,  pointing  out 
the  author  as  a  very  reliable  one.  So  I  read, 
recalling  past  lessons,  and  gaining  insight  as 
to  the  meaning  of  the  word  "  Reformation." 
From  the  French  point  of  view  facts  were 
rather  startling  to  me  ;  apparently  I  had  taken 
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so  little  interest  I  had  never  known  my  own 
country  used  to  be  as  Catholic  as  the  one  I 
was  now  in.  I  must  read  more — learn,  con 
sider.  Always  it  seemed  I  was  up  against 
something  or  other  about  which  I  must  seek 
wider  book-knowledge — where  would  it  end  ? 

There  was  but  one  English  book  in  the  school 
library,  an  ancient  number  of  a  Catholic  Fire 
side,  bearing  evidence  of  much  reading  and  sewn 
up  in  brown  paper.  I  could  imagine  how  many 
an  English  girl  before  me  had  devoured  this 
one  poor  thing  in  her  own  tongue,  when  strange 
and  lonely,  longing  for  books.  It  was  thought 
by  having  only  French  books  to  increase  and 
quicken  knowledge  of  French,  but  I  expect 
many  left  reading  rather  than  strive  to  master 
fiction  not  in  English.  What  interested  me  in 
this  slim  monthly  magazine  were  the  advertise 
ments  of  churches,  convents,  Catholic  shops, 
all  in  the  heart  of  London  and  1  had  never 
known  it.  Bit  by  bit  I  collected  information 
and  discovered  the  Catholic  Church  was  a 
force  in  the  wide  world.  It  was  impossible 
not  to  compare  the  earnest  way  the  faith  was 
practised  around  me  with  the  easy-going,  non 
descript  religion  of  my  last  school. 

In   chapel    to   pass  the  time  I  studied  my 


54  FINDING  A   SOUL 

Book  of  Common  Prayer,  finding  feasts  and 
fasts  not  kept  by  Protestants,  strange  to  say ; 
then  why  did  they  print  them  ? 

Our  Lady's  Day,  St.  Michael's  Mass,  Christ's 
Mass  were  names  from  the  Catholic  ritual, 
formerly  common  in  old  England.  This  Con 
vent  observed  exactly  the  same  religion  as  was 
practised  all  over  the  world  by  Catholics,  with 
its  many  saints,  saints  who  had  been  real  living 
people,  brave  and  true,  oft  dying  for  Faith. 
Then  All  Souls  to  remember  the  dead.  Well, 
if  they  believed  in  anything  it  did  seem  reason 
able  to  pray  for  those  leaving  life  for  a  further 
one. 

In  due  course  Christmas  with  its  Crib  and 
its  joyous  Feast-day  celebrations  gave  me 
more  to  ponder.  They  believed  a  little  Baby 
was  born  God  and  was  loved  by  His  Mother. 
No  wonder  Catholics  honoured  Mary — and 
Joseph  too.  Why  don't  Protestants  have  the 
Crib  ?  Now  Christmas  Day  here  was  quite 
different  from  England.  Advent  had  pre 
pared  for  it,  then  very  early  in  the  morning 
all  had  risen  for  Communion ;  the  Chapel  had 
been  decorated  most  beautifully,  bright  music 
and  singing  at  each  service.  All  were  very 
ioyous,  and  in  the  evening  there  was  a  little 
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dramatic  entertainment.  Religion  here  meant 
joy,  and  all  Feast  days  were  preceded  by  Com 
munion  and  divers  pleasures  arranged  for  the 
day. 

In  Lent  I  learnt  a  different  aspect,  and  was 
so  taken  with  the  Stations  of  the  Cross,  I 
translated  the  words  into  English,  wondering 
why  my  former  school  had  not  had  them,  as 
they  believed  in  the  Passion.  And  that 
sorrowful  Mother  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross- 
why  are  Catholics  blamed  for  reverencing 
her? 

Nevertheless  there  were  things  I  did  not 
understand.  What  did  that  strange  Mass 
mean?  Why  must  that  quiet  priest  come 
every  day,  punctually,  in  all  weathers  ?  Yet 
he  never  spoke  to  anyone.  Why  must  girls 
get  up  at  5.30,  winter  and  summer,  to  be 
present  ?  And  that  little  bit  of  a  boy,  collar- 
less  and  shabby,  transformed  in  his  white 
cotta,  jabbering  his  Latin,  always  punctual 
too  ;  what  induced  him  to  come  ?  Why  did  all 
heads  sink  so  reverently  when  he  rang  the 
bell  a  certain  way  ?  What  was  it  that  made 
solemn  for  the  time  being  even  the  smallest 
or  giddiest  of  the  children  ?  Not  sometimes, 
but  always,  every  day  ? 
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Then,  when  the  nuns  went  to  Holy  Com 
munion,  their  floating  veils  would  sometimes 
brush  against  me ;  why  did  I  feel  so  uncom 
fortable,  so  strange,  awed  in  a  way  I  could 
not  understand  ?  Why  that  creepy  sensation 
of  something  happening,  I  knew  not  what, 
making  me  feel  an  alien,  a  reprobate,  like  some 
horrid  criminal  no  business  there  ?  That  first 
time  of  all,  I  shall  never  forget  how  physically 
ill  I  felt,  not  daring  to  move,  yet  longing  to 
sit  down  or  go  or  shrink  away — if  the  boards 
could  but  have  opened  ! 

As  weeks  passed  1  grew  accustomed  to  the 
scene.  Infinitely  far  removed  as  I  was  from 
those  performing  this  holy  act,  in  spite  of  my 
mixture  of  unbelief  and  looking  for  it,  I  wanted 
—I  wished — did  1  ?  was  that  it  ?  Yes  !  I 
vaguely,  indefinitely  desired  that  I  could  be 
as  one  of  them — to  have  that  peace,  that 
quiet  joy,  that  showed  so  plainly  on  their 
countenances. 

None  were  so  joyous  as  the  nuns  themselves, 
and  in  games  they  joined  as  heartily  as  the 
girls.  It  was  all  so  different  from  the  Protest 
ant  way  of  donning  Sunday  best  behaviour 
with  best  clothes  and  an  anything  but  joyous 
attitude.  At  our  first  calisthenics  lesson  I 
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could  but  smile.  To  think  we  were  taught 
by  a  nun.  But  she  was  quite  "  all  there," 
dancing  and  bending  about  with  the  pole  and 
showing  how  each  figure  should  be  done,  then 
heading  the  marching  or  dancing  line  round 
and  round  the  play-room. 

A  tall  black-robed  priest  came  in  suddenly 
one  day  when  I  was  at  piano  practice,  staring 
straight  at  me.  I  was  truly  scared  beyond 
reasoning  power,  believing  he  was  after  me — 
to  get  me  in  his  power — perhaps  for  some  of 
the  dreadful  things  1  had  heard  they  did  ! 
One  thing  was  evident — 1  was  in  peril,  and 
must  flee  instantly.  And  flee  I  did.  Before 
the  priest  had  shut  the  door  behind  him  I  had 
started  up.  Over  went  the  stool  with  a  clatter, 
down  tumbled  my  music,  my  big  Beethoven 
volumes  of  which  I  always  took  such  care, 
and  off*  I  ran  to  the  nearest  door — the  babies' 
class-room.  Their  mistress  thought  something 
the  matter,  perhaps  the  refectory  afire,  as, 
frightening  the  tiny  ones  by  my  headlong 
career,  I  ran  on  to  the  playground,  saying, 
"  I  won't  see  him  !  1  won't." 

Not  understanding  English  the  Infants-class 
Sister  ran  for  Sister  Marie,  returning  quickly 
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to   her   baby   charges,   some   of   whom  were 
crying. 

"  Whatever  is  the  matter  ? "  asked  Soeur 
Marie,  peering  about,  as  I  did  not  seem  able 
to  explain  myself.  "  Qu'est-ce  que  c'est  ? " 

"  I  won't  see  that  priest !  " 

"  What  priest  ?  where  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? " 
she  queried,  astonished. 

When  I  managed  to  relate  the  incident  she 
could  not  help  laughing,  as  it  dawned  on  her 
it  must  have  been  the  Sister's  confessor  "  ex 
traordinaire  "  passing  by  the  shortest  cut  to 
the  nuns'  quarters,  and  certainly  he  would 
not  have  spoken  to  me,  unless  a  hurried 
"  Bonjour." 

That  a  girl  as  big  and  as  old  as  myself 
could  possibly  have  run  away  from  their  good 
"  Monsieur  le  Doyen "  remained  a  standing 
joke  there  for  years.  And  how  I  was  teased 
afterwards  !  But  at  the  moment  Sister 
patiently  explained  to  me  I  need  have  no 
fear  of  anyone  or  anything.  Did  not  the 
English  girls  come  and  go  each  year  ?  she 
asked  me ;  nothing  had  ever  happened  to 
them.  I  could  not  tell  Soeur  Marie  that  I 
thought  with  his  black  magic  this  man  had 
divined  my  atheism  in  some  mysterious  way 
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and  wanted  me — even  if  he  did  not  the 
others — and  that  their  kindness  up  to  now 
had  been  but  a  blind. 

By  tea-time  news  of  the  incident  was  all 
over  the  school,  but  the  girls  had  been  told  to 
say  nothing  to  me  about  it.  And  for  my  next 
practice  I  was  given  a  private  music-room 
upstairs. 

From  then  I  settled  down  with  more  con 
fidence,  especially  as  I  grew  to  love  the 
beautiful  Sceur  Cecile,  my  music  mistress ; 
she  had  such  a  charming  way  of  teaching,  yet 
one  felt  her  force.  Up  to  now  she  had  let  me 
have  my  own  choice  of  Beethoven's  sonatas, 
correcting  the  many  errors  I  had  got  into 
from  playing  them  alone,  then  one  day  said, 
"  I  think  you  told  me  you  play  the  first 
Concerto — we  will  take  that  now." 

Before  very  long  she  stopped  me :  "  Mais, 
comment  ?  You  don't  know  what  you  have 
done — changed  the  time  completely." 

44  Oh,"  said  I  indifferently,  "  that  doesn't 
matter;  Father  never  stopped  me  for  things 
like  that!" 

"  Mais,  your  Father  was  not  your  teacher." 

"  No,  but  he  understands    Beethoven   and 
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wants  me  to  play  him  and  get  his  meaning. 
Technical  trifles  will  come  right  after,  he 
says." 

"  H'm !  well,  we'll  begin  now  and  put  the 
'technical  trifles'  right." 

"  But  Father  says  I  shall  grow  to  all  that." 
"But,  I'm  sorry,  I  really  cannot  wait  for 
you  ( to  grow  ' — there  are  only  five  months  to 
the  Distribution.  We'll  begin  again  while  I 
beat  time."  A  thing  I  detested  with  good 
reason.  Five  lines,  then  bang,  bang  went  the 
pointer  on  the  chair-back ;  but  it  did  its 
banging.  I  played  on,  too  habituated  to  my 
wrong  reading  to  be  able  to  alter  it  at  once. 
She  kept  up  with  regular  beats.  I  was  here, 
there,  everywhere  except  following  them. 
"  Stop  !  "  Again  we  recommenced  ;  sometimes 
I  managed  to  get  my  first  note  to  her  ruler- 
beat,  but  floundered  before  three  bars  were 
played. 

"  Stop — we  must  have  the  metronome." 
Now  of  all  detestable,  wooden-headed,  un 
sympathetic,    graceless    things,    I    think    the 
metronome  is  about  the  worst ! 

"  Oh,  I'll  never  be  able  to  do  it  with  that," 
1  said.  "  I  had  one  at  home  for  a  birthday 
present — but  gave  it  away  ! " 
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"  Ah ! "  said  Ma  Soeur  with  a  world  of 
understanding  in  her  voice.  "  Commencez — 
un,  deux,  trois,  quatre — bien  !  " 

Thus  we  continued  the  first  few  lines  that 
had  been  correct  before.  "  Bien  !  Bien  ! "  she 
encouraged,  raising  her  voice  as  we  neared 
the  pitfall.  What  a  fight !  On  and  on  ticked 
that  horrid  thing,  with  no  pause  for  indulgence. 
Bang,  bang  went  the  pointer.  To  try  and 
keep  with  her  I  would  occasionally  emphasise 
the  note  that  came  the  same  time  as  her 
heaviest  whack,  but  of  course  it  would  be 
the  wrong  one,  making  confusion  worse  con 
founded. 

"Continuez,"  she  begged,  "we'll  get  it 
presently,"  and  she  passed  over  a  medley  of 
wicked  muddle  that  must  have  made  Beet 
hoven  shiver.  Sister  appeared  to  ponder. 
"  You  have  all  the  notes  correctly  but  change 
the  time  continually."  Presently  she  hurried 
out  of  the  room.  Had  she  gone  to  fetch  Rev. 
Mother  or  what  ?  But  she  returned  alone. 
"  Levez-vous,"  she  said  quietly.  I  rose,  won 
dering  ;  the  metronome  was  still  at  its  click, 
clack,  click,  clack. 

Soeur  Cecile  began  playing  the  Concerto — 
but  how  exquisitely — how  truly  a  musician 


62  FINDING   A   SOUL 

was  she,  with  perfect  technique.  And  what 
mattered  most  to  me,  she  seemed  to  love  what 
she  was  playing,  and  I  soon  noticed  that  she 
knew  it  by  heart.  Her  supple  wrists  were 
ready  for  all  Beethoven  asked,  her  white, 
graceful  hands  glided  among  the  notes  with 
simple  ease,  her  slender  form  in  its  nun's  dress 
made  her  look  like  the  saint  in  a  beautiful 
picture.  Also  she  gave  me  the  curious  im 
pression  that  she  was  singing  the  music  to 
herself,  especially  when  she  went  on  to  a  few 
lines  of  the  exquisite  second  movement.  I 
stood  rapt ;  how  much  more  understandable 
was  the  Concerto  properly  rendered  with  the 
full  rhythm  of  the  melody,  the  perfect  time 
blending  the  whole  as  Beethoven  had  meant 
it,  as  I  now  saw  clearly  enough. 

The  click,  clack  of  that  tiresome  instrument 
had  stopped  of  itself,  spent  with  its  stupid 
energy,  so  happily  had  not  marred  Ma  Sceur's 
performance.  I  thanked  her  all  I  knew,  but 
she  would  not  listen  to  congratulations. 

"  Quick  ! "  she  hurried,  "  we  have  taken  up 
so  much  time  already,  but  just  play  from 
here." 

Wishing  I  could  imitate  her,  diffidently  I 
began — got  up  to,  absorbed,  and  passed  out  of 
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the  first  pitfall ;  went  along,  reached,  glided 
through  the  next,  and  was  tackling  the  third 
successfully  when  she  intimated  I  might  cease, 
saying : 

"  Mais,  c'est  parfait !  How  then,  you 
triumph  so  easily  just  because  I  played  it  for 

you!" 

"I  see  it  now;  but  how  exquisitely  you 
play.  You  ought  to  perform  at  concerts." 

"  Ah,  Mademoiselle,  it  was  just  because 
they  wanted  me  to  go  in  public  that  I — I 
came  away  to  the  Convent. 

"  Here,"  she  continued,  as  I  only  stared  at 
her,  "  I  give  my  talent  to  6  le  bon  Dieu,' 
playing  in  chapel  and  by  teaching." 

"  But  playing  that  little  American  organ  is 
not  much  for  a  musician  like  you,"  said  I. 

"  But — when  the  big  organ  comes,"  she 
smiled  back. 

"And  you  know  that  Concerto  by  heart," 
I  said,  venturing  to  add  under  my  breath, 
"And  I'm  sure  you  like  Beethoven!" 

"  Mais  oui,  he  is  the  greatest  musician — and 
a  Fleming  too — his  parents  were  born  at  my 
own  dear  town  of  Louvain." 

"  A  Fleming ! "  I  interrupted  incredulously. 

"  Mais  certainement !    We  know,  we  musi- 
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cians  of  Belgium — and  some  day  the  world  will 
leave  off  calling  him  a  German  just  because  he 
was  educated  and  born  in  Germany.  Though 
of  course  many  don't  trouble  about  that,  for  a 
genius  is  a  genius  and  belongs  to  the  world. 
All  the  same  he  is  a  Fleming.  His  name 
alone  is  enough  to  prove  it.  Look  at  the 
van — that  is  Flemish,  and  Beethoven  never 
had  it  published  anything  but  van,  whereas 
von  is  German.  Sometimes  Louis  was  put  as 
Ludwig,  but  the  van  never  altered.  Look  at 
it  there  on  your  music.  Then  Beet  means 
beet,  and  hof  singular  and  hoven  plural  means 
garden.  You  know  the  German  for  <  garden ' 
is  'garten.'  The  name  has  nothing  German 
in  it  at  all.  And  when  his  father  entered  his 
name  and  age  when  he  was  thirteen  on  the  Op. 
2  Sonata  he  had  them  written  in  French ., 
writing  his  name  as  Louis,  which  is  a  further 
proof.  For,  as  you  know,  wre  Belgians  are  bi 
lingual.  Then  the  reason  his  baptismal  name 
was  entered  in  Latin  is,  of  course,  because  he 
is  a  Catholic."  She  appeared  to  me  to  add 
this  rather  mischievously  and  watched  my 
expression. 

"  A  Catholic  !  "  was  all  1  could  say,  and  in  a 
very  disbelieving  tone. 
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"Mais  oui,  certainement !  You  told  me 
you  had  read  several  of  his  lives ;  did  you 
not  then  read  how  he  received  the  Last 
Sacraments  ? " 

"  I'm — I'm  afraid  I  did  not  notice  that," 
I  faltered,  somehow  feeling  very  much  at 
sea  over  it  all.  Was  I  then  so  ignorant  about 
my  long- worshipped  hero  ? 

"  But  come,"  she  said,  "  we  have  taken  up 
two  pupils'  time — but  I  thought  you  would 
be  interested. 

"  Come,"  she  repeated,  as  I  stood  thinking, 
longing  to  hear  more  from  this  beautiful 
Sister,  revealing  herself  as  a  true  musician. 
I  thought  Father  had  told  me  all  there  was 
to  know  about  my  patron  and  loved  hero. 
He  destined  me  to  play  his  masterpieces,  yet, 
apparently  neither  he  nor  I  had  given  thought 
to  the  things  that  mattered — his  nationality, 
his  faith. 

As  I  slowly  took  my  departure,  from  some 
far  recess  of  my  mind  came  that  memory  of 
finding  a  Mass  about  which  Father  would  tell 
me  nothing.  Mass !  of  course  that  was  the 
daily  constant  service.  What  more  natural 
than  that  Beethoven  should  compose  music 
for  it  ?  Not  in  spite  of  himself,  to  oblige 
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people,  or  follow  a  fashion.  No,  of  course 
not !  Not  that !  But  because  he  was  himself, 
because  he  worshipped  and  believed  all  the 
Mass  stood  for,  he  could  pour  out  his  soul 
in  divine  music.  Father  had  himself  said 
how  grand  it  was,  how  deep.  Too  difficult 
for  most  choirs,  in  fact,  hence  very  rarely 
performed. 

Dear,  grand,  noble,  great  musician  !  Giving 
us  the  best  in  art,  calling  men  to  highest 
endeavour,  unfolding  before  us  dreams  sublime. 
Why  not  in  the  Mass  as  well  as  in  your  other 
works  ?  And  your  Symphony  Stairs,  going 
higher  and  higher,  up,  up,  till  there  was  "no 
more  room  on  the  fiddles,"  as  I  said  when 
a  tiny  girl  at  my  first  concert.  "Stairs  to 
Heaven."  Beethoven  would  not,  could  not, 
DID  NOT  belong  to  any  religion  but  a  good  one, 
a  strong  one,  that  was  certain — the  very  real 
one  perhaps — nothing  less  seemed  possible  to 
his  nature,  and  from  religion  it  would  be  that 
he  drew  his  inspiration.  Thus,  and  then,  and 
therefore,  there  could  be  no  merit,  no  sense, 
no  gain,  in  going  without  religion.  Of  that  I 
became  most  convinced,  as  my  loved  hero 
shone  before  me  in  a  new  light.  Should  I 
then  myself  become  a  Catholic  straight  away  ? 
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Ah  no,  the  Faith  would  hold  my  respect 
henceforth,  if  it  did  not  already,  as  being 
Beethoven's  own,  but,  for  myself — I  must 
see — and  also,  I  must  find  out  what  Mass 
really  meant. 

Then  1  thought  of  the  "words"  of  the 
Andante  in  F,  that  had  always  seemed  to  call 
to  me — a  gentle  persistent  call — "  Come  along, 
come  along. "  "  Try  and  come — try  and  come." 
Play  it  and  listen  to  those  words.  I  could  but 
think  Beethoven  had  meant  me  to  play  better, 
study  more,  get  nearer  his  meaning  by  a 
deeper  understanding.  Was  it  possible  that  he 
meant  me  to  follow  him — in  religion — to  be 
nearer  him  in  his  own  faith — to  throw  off 
empty  atheism  and  become  spiritual  ?  Catho 
licism  was  a  great  and  grand  religion,  the 
oldest  of  all,  as  one  would  not  count  the 
Jewish.  Then  Catholicism  held  millions  of 
people  of  every  nationality,  and  all  were  united 
in  belief.  Was  it  the  one  real  Faith,  the  fold 
under  one  Shepherd  that  the  Bible  meant? 
Could  it  be  that  which  Beethoven  was  calling 
me  to?  Those  passionate  octaves,  did  they 
portray  what  one  would  feel  in  spiritual 
achievement  ?  Those  gentle  passages,  did 
they  signify  peace  of  the  soul  ? 
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One  day,  soon  after  the  Concerto  lesson,  the 
weekly  instruction  given  by  the  chaplain  was 
on  Extreme  Unction.  At  such  times  the 
English  girls  sat  at  the  back  provided  with 
other  work,  but  I  was  interested  in  that 
strange  subject  of  death  and  soul  that  these 
people  thought  of  so  seriously  that  they  had 
a  Sacrament  on  purpose  for  it.  So  when  the 
accustomed  essay  was  written  1  wrote  one  too, 
and  slipped  it  in  with  the  rest.  To  my  great 
surprise  it  was  read  out  next  day  as  the  best, 
in  spite  of  several  technical  errors. 

"  Mais  c'est  une  anglaise  qui  1'a  fait  ? "  said 
some,  but  I  tried  to  look  unconcerned.  How 
ever,  it  had  to  be  corrected,  so  Sister  asked  if 
I  preferred  to  make  it  right  myself,  as  if  so 
she  would  lend  me  a  book,  or  should  she 
correct  it  ?  I  preferred  to  do  it,  so  she  passed 
me  a  volume  open  at  the  page.  I  asked 
the  English  girls  about  this  Sacrament ;  they 
could  give  but  hazy  replies.  Considering  that 
they  were  seniors,  aged  eighteen  or  nineteen, 
of  good  English  families,  surely  they  should 
have  known  what  their  Church  taught  ? 
One  said  they  only  read  the  Bible  to  the 
sick,  another  that  they  did  not  "believe  in 
ceremonies." 
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"  But  don't  clergymen  take  Holy  Oils  to 
the  dying  like  it  says  in  the  Bible  ? " 

"  Shut  up  ! "  and  "  What  does  it  matter  ? " 
were  my  next  replies,  so  I  hunted  for  informa 
tion  on  my  own  account,  turning  through  the 
book  before  me.  Ah  !  here  was  knowledge  I 
sought,  answers  to  my  perplexities.  The 
book  was  refused  me  when  we  left  class,  but 
I  helped  myself  to  it  off  Sister's  desk  next  day, 
devouring  all  I  could. 

About  this  time  I  was  installed  in  the  warm 
infirmary  as  suffering  from  a  chill  and  rheu 
matism,  being  always  careless  about  damp 
things.  Here,  refusing  to  be  amused  with  a 
box  of  photos  of  former  pupils,  mostly  ugly 
things,  or  brightly  bound  dear  little  French 
tales,  I  begged  for  books,  getting  but  a  scanty 
collection.  I  asked  first  one  Sister,  then 
another,  even  the  lay  Sister  who  brought  my 
dinner,  to  get  me  that  particular  book  off 
Sister's  desk,  only  to  be  refused.  Then  I  told 
Soeur  Marie  I  knew  the  publisher  and  would 
write  for  it  to  London,  adding  they  need  not 
mind  lending  it  me,  as  Father  had  always  told 
us  to  seek  knowledge.  At  last  I  got  my 
way,  to  prevent  me  fretting  and  on  "  my  own 
responsibility." 
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Then  I  buried  myself  in  my  studies,  reading 
and  writing  out  information  I  collected,  hunt 
ing  up  all  texts  in  my  Bible ;  a  hard  task  this, 
for  I  did  not  know  the  different  Books  or 
whether  Old  or  New  Testament.  When  Sceur 
Marie  visited  me  I  pounced  on  her  with 
questions,  little  dreaming  how  I  was  dis 
turbing  her  equilibrium.  Getting  uneasy 
when  she  saw  how  things  drifted,  and  knowing 
me  for  "  une  serieuse,"  she  advised  me  to  write 
home  and  give  an  account  of  what  I  was 
doing.  I  did  so,  calling  myself  a  Catholic,  for 
by  now  I  guessed  it  must  end  at  that.  I 
imagined  Father  would  be  a  bit  upset,  though 
I  supposed  he  would  leave  me  free. 

But  what  a  torrent  of  indignation  was  in  his 
letter !  It  was  an  awful  letter.  He  asked  did 
I,  a  free-born  Britisher,  want  to  tie  myself  up 
like  a  slave  for  ever  ?  Like  Faust,  would  I 
sell  my  soul  to  wicked  priests  ?  (Evidently 
forgetting  he  had  taught  us  there  was  no  such 
thing  as  a  soul.)  Did  I  wish  to  join  a  corrupt 
clericalism  and  become  not  only  a  dupe  of 
deceit  but  a  deceiver  myself  ?  Did  I  want  to 
play  fireworks  and  go  mummerying,  and  dress 
up  mantelpieces  like  archaeological  museums  ? 
Did  I  want  to  associate  with  base  intellects  ? 
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The  nuns  about  me,  he  said,  were  doubtless 
kind  and  good,  but  did  I  only  know  the  other 
side — the  wicked  this — the  black  that ! 

Sister  could  not  read  his  writing,  which 
was  peculiarly  illegible,  and  it  was  quite 
beyond  my  translation.  I  could  only  say, 
"  C'est  terrible — vraiment  terrible." 

Stop  and  think,  he  told  me.  Ah,  I  did  that, 
I  thought  my  very  brains  inside  out.  I  tried 
to  take  every  thought  that  had  ever  been  in 
me  about  this  queer  thing  of  religion,  looked 
at  it,  weighed  it,  and  tried  to  answer  myself 
honestly. 

Through  all  these  complex,  disturbing 
thoughts  there  seemed  ever  to  run  vague 
strains  of  music,  now  heard,  now  lost,  yet 
ever  recurring.  The  Andante  always  called, 
called  in  distinct  note- words  ;  memories  of  the 
Seventh  Symphony  stairs  came  to  me,  but 
now  angels  were  ever  mounting  up,  up,  higher 
and  higher  till  lost  to  view  ;  some  waveringly, 
some  gently,  others  firmly,  strongly,  quietly, 
rushingly,  but  always  up,  up.  Every  phase  of 
the  loved  music,  deeper  than  the  rest,  seemed 
to  me  to  hide  some  spiritual  meaning,  as  yet 
unreached. 

The  strong  desire    of  beauty  in  "higher" 
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things  led  me  to  try  the  "easy"  religion  of 
those  about  me  at  my  first  boarding-school, 
to  find  it  untenable.  My  suddenly  coming 
here  to  the  Convent  had  given  me  a  bird's-eye 
view  of  the  world,  so  to  speak,  leading  me  to 
further  study.  My  musical  Sceur  Cecile,  loving 
Beethoven  and  his  work,  had  increased  my 
devotion  to  him  whom  I  had  ever  called  my 
patron  saint.  Beethoven  was  a  saint,  of  course, 
because  he  had  done  so  much  good,  aroused 
the  slumbering  conscience  in  so  many,  led 
to  higher  thought  countless  numbers,  enticed 
to  spiritual  conception  those  perhaps  least 
suspecting  it,  drawn  people  to  noble  things 
through  his  music-messages.  To  me  at  the 
time,  ignorant  of  so  much,  it  seemed  that  his 
music  must  be  a  way  of  telling  religion  to 
those  who  would  hear,  for  his  music  was 
spiritual — heavenly.  That  must  mean  that 
the  real  religion  was  Catholicism — great,  grand, 
sure,  definite,  world-wide,  unkillable  through 
all  ages  in  spite  of  direst  persecution — always 
its  flame  of  life  within  it  ready  to  burst  out 
with  fresh  vigour,  no  matter  what  means  man 
took  to  try  to  extinguish  it.  There  was  some 
thing  in  it — something  that  was  in  nothing 
else.  I  longed  for  it !  Yes  !  In  fact  I  had 
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hardly  dared  let  myself  say  so,  but  I  had  been 
longing  for  it  for  some  time  now.  1  wanted 
that  which  Beethoven  possessed.  I  could  not 
be  really  and  entirely  his  without  it.  I  wanted 
to  lean  my  weak,  wavering  thoughts  against 
his  strength  and  knowledge.  I  wanted  to  get 
at  faith  through  him,  feeling  sure  he  called  me 
to  it. 

The  oppressiveness  of  years  began  to  lift ;  a 
conception  of  truth  seemed  necessary.  Yet 
still  I  hesitated.  Could  1  have  missed  any 
thing?  Was  there  any  other  way  of  arriv 
ing  at  the  Truth?  Catholicism  was  straight 
from  the  Bible,  from  Christ,  Who,  when  He 
gave  sight  to  blind  eyes,  always  gave  faith  or 
soul-sight  to  blind  hearts.  Religion,  Christ, 
God — if  there  was  one  thing  there  was  all. 
Yet  why  did  not  Protestants  follow  the  Bible 
instead  of  each  going  his  own  way,  believing 
what  he  thought  fit,  a  bit  here,  a  bit  there, 
adopting  a  good  way  perhaps,  mild,  right- 
living,  but  not  the  one  right  way  of  Christ — 
all  in  union?  Then  millions  and  millions 
believed,  many  had  died  for  it ;  they  could 
not  all  be  wrong  ;  there  must  be  a — God. 

Old  teachings  of  logic  or  science  set  me 
arguing  to  myself  that  religion  must  be  logical. 
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Well,  we  are  finite  ;  the  world,  every  creature, 
animate  or  inanimate,  even  the  great  wonderful 
sun,  all  are  finite.  But  the  opposite  to  finite 
is  Infinite.  So  there  must  be  an  Infinite. 
Father  himself  had  said  that  everything  has 
its  opposite.  What,  Who,  is  infinite  ?  The 
name  must  be — God. 

There  must  be  an  Infinite  being,  nay,  not 
a  being,  but  something  opposite  to  a  being, 
therefore  a  Spirit.  Something  opposite  to  a 
life  subject  to  death,  therefore  an  Always- 
living,  or  Eternal.  Something  opposite  to 
natural  and  human,  therefore  supernatural 
and  superhuman — divine.  It  must  be  the 
complement,  the  finish,  the  finality  of  the 
finite  to  have  the  opposite  to  itself  in  the 
Infinite.  Time  is  finite,  therefore  there  must 
be  a  No-time,  or  an  All-time,  or  a  space 
without  any  counting  in  it,  therefore  — 
Eternity. 

And  the  opposite  of  made  or  created  must 
be  uncreated,  therefore  an  always-having-been, 
always-living,  always-going-to-live — therefore 
Un- created,  Everlasting — Eternal. 

Knowledge  and  capabilities  being  finite, 
then  the  Great  Uncreated  Spirit — God — must 
be  capable  of  all,  must  know  all,  must  be 
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the  Start-of-all — that  starting  that  had  so 
perplexed  me. 

There  were  no  more  questions  to  answer, 
for  all  would  be  included  in  this  Is-all,  Be-all, 
Know-all,  End-all,  this  power  that  God, 
logically,  must  possess  to  be  the  opposite  of 
creatures.  The  persisting  "  Why  ?"  "Why?" 
melted  before  the  supreme  fact  of — God.  A 
God,  Who  made  worlds,  wielded  stars,  planets, 
earth,  at  His  good  pleasure,  with  a  knowledge 
of  His  own,  unknown  to  us. 

The  more  one  thought  how  finite  was  one 
self,  the  more  easy  it  became  to  see  how  an 
Infinite  One  was  a  fact  that  MUST  be. 

In  some  such  way  my  mind  reached  towards 
the  Light.  It  is  difficult  to  express  such 
thought  in  words,  but  my  reason  had  to  find 
the  way,  if  possible,  for  Reason  was  a  word  so 
trained  into  me  I  could  not  ignore  it. 

What  about  Father's  science,  then  ;  was  it 
all  wrong  ?  Not  at  all.  If  God  was  author 
of  knowledge,  science  must  be  a  part,  science 
seeking  truth,  as  religion  seeks  truth,  must  be 
its  friend,  not  its  enemy.  True  science  must 
inevitably  arrive  at  truth,  though  clever  men 
might  well  stumble  on  the  way  ;  with  their 
limited  minds,  might  well  blunder — as  no 
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doubt  they  did  often  enough — over  the  in 
tricacies  of  created  things.  Oh  yes,  1  had 
heard  them  arguing  at  public  and  private 
meetings,  disagreeing,  discussing  the  latest 
research,  or  some  new  theory  of  even  a 
Darwin-pronounced  formula.  Against  all  this 
how  wonderfully  extending  must  be  the  mind 
of  the  Creator  of  those  things  that  puzzle 
them — of  those  things  that  fill  our  earth  from 
tiny  insect  to  noble  habitant  of  jungle,  of 
wee  wayside  flower  to  great  strong  trees,  then 
the  lands  and  their  variety,  the  seasons,  the 
powers  that  move  the  tides  and  winds,  the 
children  and  people  of  all  countries,  with  each 
a  host  of  different  attributes  ;  then  the  happen 
ings,  little  and  large,  the  lives  and  deaths,  the 
wonderful  things  born  and  fading — it  was  all 
too  much  to  think  could  be  comprehended  by 
One  only  Mind ;  and  not  only  the  marvels  of 
our  little  earth,  which  is  but  a  black  speck  on 
my  atlas  of  the  heavens,  but  all  those  other 
fiery  balls  thrown  there,  it  almost  seemed  at 
random,  to  mystify  our  intelligences,  to  stupefy 
us  by  their  splendour  and  power  or  melt 
us  by  their  beauty.  How  marvellous  must 
be  the  Great  Mind — the  infinite  mind  of— 
GOD! 
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The  great  full  word  escaped  my  lips,  pro 
nounced  out  loud  for  the  first  time,  I  think, 
with  that  mysterious  breath — Faith.  Suddenly 
it  came  to  me — but  oh  I  it  is  so  difficult  to 
write  it.  Perhaps  my  heart  was  ready  to 
follow  my  mind.  GOD  was  REAL.  He  was 
TRUE.  He  DID  exist. 

My  thought  choked  me.  I  felt  as  if  I  were 
being  scrunched  up,  and  a  suffocating  in  my 
throat  made  me  long  to  get  out  into  space. 
The  little  warm  infirmary  room  became 
tightening ;  I  rose  quickly  out  of  the  big 
chair,  stood,  feeling  I  must  stretch  to  my 
fullest  height.  A  stirring  like  some  new 
energy  within  forced  me  to  action — to  go 
forward. 

Up,  upstairs  1  must  go.  Up,  towards  God, 
for  there  was  God.  Even  as  my  mind — the 
clinging  cumbersome  clouds  having  dropped 
away — had  crept  up  the  long  slow  path  to 
reach  the  Light  of  Truth,  so  must  I  go  UP  as 
near  as  possible  to  God.  For  if  He  existed 
He  was  there  in  the  chapel,  in  His  little  earth- 
home,  there  in  a  mysterious  Presence  of  Him 
self.  No  wonder  they  bowed.  I  had  had  to 
follow  that  action,  because  asked,  out  of 
respect.  Now  my  real  self  bowed  :  for  the 
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first  time  in  my  life  I  knelt  on  willing  knees. 
My  heart,  my  mind,  my  soul,  prostrated  gladly 
before  that  throne  of  God,  that  little  Altar. 
My  Soul,  yes,  for  simultaneously  with  finding 
God  did  exist,  I  became  aware  within  me  of 
my  Soul — unknown,  unbelieved  in,  scoffed  at, 
undreamt  of,  gone  without,  a  stranger  to  me ! 
Yet,  no  stranger  after  all,  but  an  intimate  who 
had  known  me  all  along  ! 

The  marvel  of  this  discovery,  the  relief  to 
find  I  was  known,  understood  by  my  own 
inner  self,  the  consolation  in  realising  that  I 
was  not  alone  with  myself— not  a  solitary,  left 
to  my  own  ignorance  or  wayward  mood,  but 
a  real  palpitating  being  with  an  object  in  life, 
with  an  innerness,  a  kernel,  so  to  say.  But 
how  explain  ?  Words,  why  don't  you  come  ? 
That  I  was  no  longer  just  Miss  So-and-so,  of 
such  family,  this  or  that  street,  to  live  a  few 
years  then  vanish  in  a  grave,  but  was  as  a 
blending  part  of  a  great  creation,  linked  in  a 
chain  of  lives,  come  from  out  the  ages,  destined, 
in  some  as  yet  half-understood  way,  to  belong 
to  all  after  ages,  in  the  God-wise  plan.  Some 
thing  more  than  just  a  living,  dying  body  ; 
rather  was  I  one  of  the  many-coloured  little 
discs  in  God's  great  kaleidoscope,  a  real  bit  of 


FINDING  A  SOUL  79 

the  big,  wide  world,  belonging  even  to  other 
worlds,  to  live  for  ever  ! 

Dear,  little  wonderful  stranger  Soul !  so 
quiet,  so  patient,  why,  oh,  why  did  you  not 
let  me  know  you  were  there  ?  there  all  the 
time ! 

And  this  wonder-happening,  this  tumult  of 
thought,  as  I  reached  my  prie-Dieu  made  me 
tremble. 

My  longing  to  go  to  the  far  end  of  the 
world  and  look  over  the  wall  had  come  true, 
true  ;  I  was  gazing  over,  around,  below,  beyond 
— in  an  abyss  unfathomable.  I  had  a  Soul, 
my  own,  my  true,  real,  live  spirit  within  me — 
something  more  than  my  mere  self ;  and  I  had 
not  known  it,  had  lived  all  these  years  a 
stranger.  But  it  was  there — there.  My  old 
muddles,  cravings,  tears,  longings,  seemed 
scrunched  away.  A  new  bursting,  budding, 
flaming,  living  fire  of  life  opened  within.  My 
very  own,  most  ownest  own  Soul — found  at 
last! 

Lost  in  this  mystery  of  immensity,  sacred, 
breathless  wonder,  outward  things  vanished. 
Entirely  absorbed,  transported  to  an  attracting, 
dazzling,  electrifying,  spiritual  centre — like  a 
wondrous  waking  after  a  long  heavy  blindness 
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of  nigh  eighteen  years,  foundering  about  in 
obscurity,  now  to  know,  now  to  realise,  now 
to  come  alive  fresh  to  my  real  self. 

And  it  was  just  wonderful  to  breathe  the 
name  "  God  "  and  ponder  what  He  was  like, 
what  He  was  thinking. 

How  I  had  been  starved  of  Him  all  that 
long  time  ;  it  seemed  now  as  if  everything  had 
been  an  unconscious  coming  along  to  this 
moment.  This  is  what  Beethoven  meant,  this 
is  where  his  music  called,  his  spiritual  music ; 
that  was  why  I  had  not  been  able  to  understand 
it  fully,  knowing  only  it  urged  to  beauty, 
goodness,  truth. 

Possessing  all  in  Heaven,  becoming  mine  at 
my  birth,  calling  ever  since,  all  through  my 
babyhood,  my  childhood,  and  now  in  my  girl 
hood  waiting  no  longer.  Dear  Beethoven,  now 
I  know,  /  know!  but  how  slowly  have  I 
crawled  up  your  Stairs.  You  want  me  to 
come  where  you  are — show  me  the  way — 
always,  always ! 

Oh,  the  crowds  of  things  to  think  of,  God 
so  gloriously  wonderful,  immense,  unapproach 
able,  yet  so  near,  so  humble,  so  simple,  waiting, 
watching,  knowing. 

How  all  that  I  had  indifferently  heard  of 
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the  Holy  Eucharist  now  rushed  to  me,  rich  in 
meaning,  in  life,  in  fulness  !  How  it  appealed  ! 
That  again  was  why  one  had  a  soul,  so  that 
one  could  possess  God  while  on  earth.  Yes, 
though  a  soul  could  not  be  seen  in  a  dissected 
body,  nevertheless  it  was  here,  in  the  depths 
within,  throbbing,  speaking,  telling  me  it  was 
truly  there — insistent,  as  if  it  would  convince 
me  through  and  through  of  its  reality,  begging 
me,  as  it  were,  for  my  acknowledgment  after 
so  long  a  sleep. 

My  own  dear  soul !  how  had  1  done  without 
you  ?  And  now  a  full-time  life  could  surely 
not  be  long  enough  to  give  to  exploring  its 
depths.  That  is  surely  why  it  must  go  on 
living  after  death.  When  it  has  God  it  must 
be  so  great,  so  full,  it  is  obliged  to  continue 
living  for  ever  and  ever.  When  my  body  falls 
away,  my  soul  will  be  freer,  happier.  My  dear 
little  soul,  my  Me,  my  very  own,  my  own  1, 
my  Myself.  I  hungered  to  absorb  more  and 
more  of  the  Something  of  God  that  it  was, 
something  that  no  earthly  life  could  satisfy — 
therefore  union,  nothing  less  than  divine  union. 
Through  death  ?  death  must  be  a  thing  to 
desire  and  I  thought  much  on  it. 

And  you,  visitor  of  that  Salvation  evening, 
G 
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who  could  not  put  your  belief  into  me,  how  I 
wish  I  could  tell  you  that  I  have  it  now,  verily 
and  indeed,  fully,  utterly — more  perhaps  than 
yourself. 

And  my  poor  Dad,  what  he  must  miss ! 

Atheism,  good-bye,  good  riddance,  you  are 
empty,  you  have  no  foundation,  no  logic. 
You  are  dry,  dreary,  unsatisfying,  aimless, 
negative.  You  land  nowhere,  give  nothing, 
you  are  deathly  in  life,  even  as  you  offer 
nothing  but  death  to  finish  with,  when  the 
vital  spark  leaves  the  mixture  of  hydrogen, 
nitrogen,  oxygen,  carbon,  etc.,  which  makes  up 
the  body  material.  Atheism  may  claim  that 
Mother  Nature  belongs  inherently  to  man, 
but  atheism  cannot  monopolise  Nature.  And 
does  not  Nature  cry  out  to  us  to  worship  her 
life-force,  that  must  come  from  something 
beyond  herself? 

Atheism  cannot  conceive  of  the  First  Start. 
Even  space  as  we  know  it,  is  it  not  ether? 
Even  if  we  could  get  back  to  space  without 
light,  where  does  it  begin,  where  end?  Our 
minds,  stretched  to  their  utmost  capacity,  to 
the  furthest  backest  back,  cannot  get  away 
from  the  conception  of  something.  To 
express  O  we  have  to  put  a  circle  round  it— 
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the  nothing,  and  cannot  write  it  or  make  it 
known  to  another  without  letters  forming  a 
word.  Even  so  space  cannot  be  without 
beginning. 

Of  all  the  scientists  who  have  done  the  big 
thinking,  not  one  as  yet  has  been  able  to 
account  for  the  Start,  the  First  Cause,  the 
Great  Is,  Evolution's  Father,  or  whatever  they 
like  to  call  it,  to  try  and  give  name  to  their 
idea — it  can  but  come  back  to  mean — God. 
So,  atheism,  be  drowned,  begone !  To  me 
you  are  dead,  DEAD  as  you  would  try  to  make 
the  holy  living  God. 

New  thoughts  travelled  to  me,  a  new  life 
opened  before  me,  my  brain  revelled,  amazed, 
delighted,  flying  through  enchanting  gardens, 
more  beautiful  than  the  fairy  stories  I  had 
loved  of  old.  Words  cannot  get  at  it.  I  wish 
I  could  have  photographed  my  mind's  experi 
ence  on  that  memorable  evening.  For  all  the 
exquisite  beauty  in  nature,  all  the  harmony  in 
music,  all,  and  far  more  were  in  my  awakened 
soul — full  to  bursting. 

A  voice  behind  said  "Come."  Yes,  come, 
return  to  earth  and  daily  routine.  One  is  not 
all  soul.  Rules,  bells,  duties  call.  But  in 
future  all  would  be  different,  as  if  a  lamp  had 
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been  lit  up  inside  me.  Even  my  father  could 
not  take  from  me  my  new  Finding,  "mon 
secret  a  moi."  Having  turned  the  magic  key 
I  had  entered  on  life's  romance,  the  future 
would  be  one  big  adventure.  I  hoped  my 
dear 

But  "  Come "  said  the  voice  again,  and  a 
touch  on  my  arm  made  me  drop  down  with  a 
start  to  things  material,  and  leaving  love, 
gratitude,  homage  at  the  Altar  steps  as  I  bowed 
— really  bowed,  for  the  second  time  of  my  life 
— I  followed  the  summons. 

Lately  I  had  not  been  going  to  chapel  and 
should  in  the  ordinary  course  of  rules  have 
asked  permission,  but  nothing  of  that  had 
troubled  me  at  the  moment  when  I  was  urged 
upstairs. 

"  It's  getting  late,  Mademoiselle,"  remarked 
the  infirmary  Sister. 

1  had  no  reply  to  give  her,  I  was  looking 
down  at  my  feet  to  see  if  they  were  touching 
the  floor,  for  they  were  no  longer  heavy,  as  if 
belonging  to  the  earth  under  them.  Seemingly 
I  had  lost  my  weight ;  I  felt  buoyed  up, 
light,  quick,  springing.  Had  an  elixir  entered 
my  veins  ?  The  rheumatism  gone  I  wanted 
no  more  infirmary,  a  delicious  excitement 
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possessed  me  as  mechanically  I  followed  the 
day's  duties. 

Inwardly  wholly  a  Catholic,  presto  !  I  must 
become  one  outwardly. 

"  Rev.  Mother,  please  tell  the  priest  an 
English  girl  wishes  to  be  made  a  Catholic  at 


once ! 


"  Mais  non  !  Comment  done  ? "  replied  Ma 
Mere.  "  That  is  not  allowed  without  parents' 
consent." 

We  both  knew  that  would  never  be  granted. 

I  argued  long,  but  in  vain,  then  said,  "  At 
least  allow  me  out  in  the  town  that  I  can  go 
to  a  church  and  get  done  of  my  own  free-will- 
then  you  cannot  be  made  responsible." 

"  Mais  non — it  is  impossible.  You  see,  you 
are  in  our  charge." 

I  persisted  with  my  point,  seeking  an  inter 
view  from  time  to  time,  arguing  that  although 
Father  disliked  religion  from  not  understanding 
it,  he  had  nevertheless  always  said  we  should 
be  free,  since  he  himself  advocated  seeking  the 
truth  and  finding  out  everything. 

But  it  was  all  No,  No  to  everything  I  sug 
gested.  No  permission  would  be  granted  in 
the  town  without  reference  to  them.  (I  think 
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this  was  a  bit  of  a  warning  in  case  I  ran  off  to 
the  nearest  church.) 

"Then,"  I  sighed,  "I  must  get  made  a 
Catholic  during  the  holidays." 

No  one  encouraged  me  in  my  resolve.  Quite 
the  reverse — it  seemed  they  would  hold  me 
back.  Every  Sister  had  some  warning  or  other 
to  give :  "  Think,  ponder,  consider  carefully." 
"  Take  care."  "  Have  common  sense."  "  Pru 
dence  before  leaping."  "It  is  easy  to  be 
Catholic  in  school,  but  not  so  in  England." 
"Vous  etes  trop  exaltee,"  said  Soeur  Marie, 
shaking  her  head  wisely.  "Think  it  over 
practically." 

"Think!"  Had  I  not  thought?  What 
was  there  else  to  think?  I  who  had  been 
doing  nothing  but  think !  and  had  found  a 
delicious  soul  all  my  own  that  would  carry  me 
through  life,  through  death,  through  eternity. 

Ponder!  Did  they  want  to  hinder  me? 
Ah,  well,  they  could  not ! 


CHAPTER  IV 

The  priest-student — First  confession — Realms  of  bliss. 

".   .  .  I  taste  a  mystic  joy  to  lie 
Disrobed  one  hour  of  temporal  circumstance, 
A  living  soul  by  the  All-Soul  uplift, 
Hid  in  the  hollow  of  the  Eternal's  palm, 
Midway  between  the  worlds." 

AT  home  I  found  the  nearest  Catholic  church 
was  about  half-an-hour's  walk.  How  I  en 
joyed  going  there,  also  finding  other  churches, 
taking  free  holy  water  at  the  porch,  bending 
willing  knees  near  the  dear  little  Tabernacles, 
the  little  earth-homes  of  God,  before  which 
ever  burns  the  red  loving  light.  And  how 
I  enjoyed  standing  to  join  in  the  Credo — 
"Credo  .  .  .  sanctam  ecclesiam  catholicam." 
I  wanted  to  shout  it. 

Then  with  what  diligence  I  set  about  getting 
ready  for  my  first  confession.  Armed  with  an 
exercise  book  I  tried  to  write  it.  A  task  in 
deed  ;  1  hardly  knew  what  was  sin.  To  reduce 
this  book-full  to  half  a  sheet  of  note-paper 
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seemed  a  task  impossible.  I  copied  and 
copied,  making  my  writing  smaller  each  time, 
at  last  putting  but  the  headings  of  things  to 
remind  me. 

At  the  daily  ten-o'clock  Mass  there  was 
always  a  group  of  priests — as  I  then  thought 
them.  Unable  by  myself  to  get  better  pre 
pared  and  having  no  one  whose  help  I  could 
solicit,  I  resolved  to  go  forward  to  the  most 
solemn  act  of  my  life. 

Stopping  one  of  these  men  as  he  left  the 
church  I  said,  "  Please,  Father,  I  want  to  be 
made  a  Catholic." 

He  looked  very  surprised,  saying,  "  Mais 
comment,  comment  ? " 

So  he  was  French !  No  matter.  I  was 
proud  to  air  off  my  newly  acquired  knowledge, 
so  repeated  my  request. 

He  smiled,  nodded,  seemed  very  nervous, 
and  recommended  me  to  go  to  the  presbytery. 

"  Oh  no,  I  can't ! "  said  I.  "  I  want  to  be 
a  Catholic  now,  here,  this  morning ! " 

"Mais  c'est  impossible,  Mademoiselle,  im 
possible." 

Why  was  it  impossible  ?  Was  I  ever  to  be 
frustrated  ?  I  expected  he  would  put  on  his 
robes  and  begin  the  ceremony. 
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"I  can't  go  to  the  presbytery,  I  know  no 
one  there ! " 

"  But  that  is  best.  No,  I  am  not  a  priest — 
I  can  do  nothing ! "  and  he  hurried  nervously 
after  the  others. 

In  truth  I  was  afraid  to  go  to  the  priest's 
house.  Safe  enough  in  church,  some  unde 
fined  dread  yet  lingered  with  me  about  going 
to  a  priest  off  duty.  Puzzled  and  disappointed, 
not  understanding  why  I  was  refused,  seeing 
no  other  about,  I  turned  and  went  slowly 
home. 

Next  morning  I  was  about  to  try  another 
"  priest,"  when  my  friend  of  yesterday  came  to 
me  bowing  and  smiling,  "  Do  I  understand, 
Mademoiselle,  she  is  not  a  Catholic,  she  is 
wishing  to  become  one  ?  " 

"Yes,"  I  assured  him,  "I've  come  now  to 
be  made  one." 

"  Well,  Mademoiselle  should  go  the  presby 
tery — next  door,  there  "  (pointing) ;  "  that  is 
the  right  thing  to  do.  Shall  I  ring  the  bell 
for  Mademoiselle  ? " 

To  this  offer  I  could  find  no  excuse,  so, 
inwardly  shaking,  I  followed  him.  A  maid 
opened  the  door,  my  bell-ringer  mumbled 
something,  bowed  and  departed.  Shown  to 
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a  plain  room,  I  sat  on  the  very  edge  of  the 
chair  nearest  the  hall,  my  mind  concentrated 
on  the  latch.  Was  it  a  patent  catch  ?  could  I 
undo  it  to  get  out  quickly?  was  the  door 
locked  and  the  key  taken  ?  Were  there,  after 
all,  some  dreadful  things  to  do  to  become  a 
Catholic  ?  Footsteps — my  knees  began  shak 
ing  and  knocking  together.  Trying  to  press 
them  still  I  reasoned  with  myself :  what  was  I 
afraid  of?  I  stood  up,  sat  down,  stood  ready 
to  rush  out,  then  sat  clutching  the  chair  to 
steady  myself.  Footsteps  coming  nearer — I 
tried  to  put  on  an  unconcerned  look,  though 
feeling  like  a  victim  in  the  dentist's  power. 
A  tall  elderly  Englishman  entered,  and  for  the 
first  time  in  my  life  I  was  face  to  face  with  a 
priest  (for  at  the  Convent  I  had  not  been 
allowed  any  interview  with  the  chaplain). 

"  Are  you  afraid  of  me  ? "  were  his  words. 

Instead  of  receiving  me  at  once  he  told  me 
to  come  three  times  for  instruction,  for  when 
he  questioned  me  he  found  me  woefully 
ignorant  of  the  Incarnation  and  Redemption, 
and  these,  he  said,  were  important  matters. 

Many  other  questions  were  put  to  me.  Did 
I  know  the  law  ?  one  could  not  change  one's 
religion  without  parents'  consent  before  the 
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age  of  eighteen.  Well,  I  was  not  changing  it, 
as  I  had  had  none  ;  then,  fortunately  I  was  just 
eighteen.  Was  I  aware  of  the  responsibility  ? 
Did  I  understand  the  marriage  law  ?  Gracious, 
no.  And  what  matter,  as  I  was  not  going  to 
be  married  ?  He  then  spoke  very  solemnly  of 
the  responsibility,  said  I  was  very  young,  and 
that  he  could  not  receive  me  so  quickly  except 
on  my  assurance  that  I  was  returning  to 
the  Convent  for  another  year's  schooling.  It 
sounded  as  if  he  was  trying  to  put  me  off; 
would  they  never  let  me  be  a  Catholic  ?  Yet 
I  had  thought  black  magic  was  used  to  entice 
folk  into  the  net. 

At  the  last  interview  I  again  gave  some 
ignorant  answer  to  a  question  on  the  Incar 
nation. 

"  No,  no,  no  ! "  said  the  Father,  explaining  it 
more  fully. 

"Never  mind,"  said  I,  "don't  put  me  off 
again,  I  promise  to  learn  it  all  when  I  get 
back." 

The  following  Thursday  he  asked  me,  "  Still 
of  the  same  mind  ? "  Then  the  big  font  was 
prepared,  the  gates  unlocked  to  admit  me,  and 
the  first  ceremony  performed. 

Cleansing  drops  of  baptismal  water,  cold  and 
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wet,  on  my  head,  face  and  down  my  pig-tail — 
where  you  stayed  nearly  all  day ;  how  I  loved 
you,  holy  water,  sacred  emblem,  putting  me 
safe  within  the  real,  true  Church,  the  world 
wide  Christian  family,  with  my  French-Bel 
gians,  Italians,  Americans,  Poles,  Indians— 
every  shade  and  grade  of  the  five  continents, 
that  big  family  united  in  perfect  harmony  of 
faith  and  doctrine,  yet  so  vastly  differing  in  all 
else. 

How  proud  and  delighted  I  was  that  now  I 
too  belonged ! 

Next  I  entered  the  confessional,  that  dread 
"  chamber  of  horrors  "  so  ill-spoken  of  by  those 
who  do  not  know.  As  the  heavy  door  closed 
I  did  not  faint,  while  the  priest  went  in  on  the 
other  side,  whispering,  "  Don't  be  nervous  " ; 
but  I  blundered  down  in  the  wrong  place  and 
had  to  be  told  where  to  kneel.  Then,  instead 
of  going  through  that  sheet  of  paper  carefully 
screwed  up  in  my  hand  that  I  had  spent  weeks 
in  preparing,  I  simply  had  to  answer  questions 
on  the  Ten  Commandments  I  had  never  learnt. 
Then,  after  all  my  trouble  and  preparation,  he 
told  me  that  my  misdeeds — which  had  been, 
alas !  all  too  many — would  not  be  called  sins 
against  me — at  least,  not  those  of  early  years, 
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as,  having  had  no  proper  teaching,  knowing  no 
God,  I  could  not  be  guilty  of  offending  God. 

And  the  sinner  knelt  in  the  dark  listening 
to  words  of  sound  sense  and  help,  then  repeated 
after  the  priest  (never  more  to  be  an  object  of 
fear)  an  Act  of  Contrition  in  nervous  whispers. 
Then  came  the  moment  for  all  blemish  to  be 
washed  clean,  to  vanish  right  away.  I  listened, 
holding  my  breath,  to  hear  those  sacred  words 
of  power  of  the  Absolution  in  that  gracious 
Sacrament. 

Coming  out  feeling  as  if  I  had  been  dug  to 
the  very  roots,  scraped,  scrubbed,  light  as  a 
feather,  I  had  scarcely  begun  my  thanksgiving 
when  I  was  beckoned  to  the  sacristy  to  sign 
the  big  book.  Then  the  Father  suggested  me 
making  my  First  Holy  Communion  on  Sunday 
if  I  could ;  if  not,  to  let  him  know.  I  went  back 
to  say  my  penance.  Soon  the  Angelus  rang, 
and  I  hurried  home  to  write  to  the  Convent, 
having  attained  the  height  of  my  desire,  and  in 
all  the  pride  of  first  possession  signed  myself 
in  great  capital  letters—"  CATHOLIC." 

Sunday  came.  It  was  a  puzzle  how  to 
manage.  I  had  never  seen  anyone  go  to  Holy 
Communion  at  the  High  Mass  at  eleven,  but 
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some  of  those  students  I  had  thought  priests 
did  at  the  ten-o'-clock.  So  I  smuggled  away 
my  breakfast  and  hurried  off  to  be  there  by 
ten — to  continue  the  romance  of  life  and  be 
introduced  to  a  third  Sacrament. 

Holy  Communion — how  describe  this  hap 
pening?  Only  by  spiritual  breath  could  one 
do  it  adequately.  I  had  looked  forward  to 
this  holy  hour  longingly,  wonderingly,  expect 
ing  to  find  new  happiness.  But  nothing  I  had 
anticipated  could  compare  with  the  experience 
thrilling  me  with  undreamt-of  delight.  My 
outward  self  was  just  sufficiently  conscious,  as 
it  were,  to  hope  no  distraction  would  come ;  my 
inward  self  absorbed  in  the  greatest  act  of  life, 
every  moment  an  intensity.  Up  soft  mystic 
stairs,  up,  up,  away,  the  world  utterly  gone, 
away  on  wings  new -born,  love- warm  wings, 
holding  me,  bearing  me  up,  swirled  away  in 
sheer  joy  to  the  God-land — to  joy  never 
dreamed  of  in  my  wildest  imaginings.  Yes, 
it  was  enjoyment,  pure  enjoyment.  Actions, 
words,  done  with,  even  thoughts  almost  ceased, 
as  in  some  state  of  sweet  amaze  I  rested  in 
that  gentle  silent  peace.  I  did  nothing,  I  had 
nothing  to  do,  God  was  doing  all,  more  than 
all,  making  up  to  me  a  hundred  times,  in  this 
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ecstasy  of  my  life-full  hour,  for  my  hungry 
years.  It  was  almost  too  much  of  heart-throb 
bing  happiness — a  soul's  first  blending  with 
the  Infinite,  knowing,  feeling,  having — God; 
clasped  warm  in  His  unbounding  love.  God 
so  glorious,  so  beautiful,  so  love-full,  so  too- 
wonderful,  of  Whom,  think  as  one  will,  one 
can  get  no  adequate  mind-form ;  no,  but  one 
can  have  His  love — what  else  matters  ? 

Gather  together  all  the  splendour  of  ex 
quisite  sunsets  since  time  began,  all  the  beauti 
ful  blossoms  of  fairest  flower,  of  graceful  fern, 
assemble  all  the  song  and  melody  of  bird,  of 
brook,  of  genius  of  men,  think  on  the  gorgeous 
Nature-painted  pictures  the  world  over  or  put 
on  canvas  by  man ;  mingle  power  and  the 
grandeur  of  great  wild  seas  splashing,  roaring, 
towering  up  their  white-sprayed  heads,  assem 
ble  the  refreshing  cool  of  green  glades  of  wood 
or  hillside.  Gather,  in  a  word,  the  vast  great 
nesses  and  loveliness  of  the  wide  world,  stretch 
one's  thoughts  around  it,  yet  one  cannot  get 
the  remotest  idea  of  the  glory  and  unutterable 
beauty  of  God,  or  His  Love  that  gave  it 
to  us. 

All,  and  far  more  is  in  Him,  just  because 
He  is  their  very  truth  and  life,  essence  and 


96  FINDING  A  SOUL 

harmony,  having  all  in  infinitude,  and  not  only 
the  tiny  earth  we  know,  but  the  dazzling, 
flaming,  countless  constellations  beyond  our 
ken — Who  has  for  us  more,  even  more,  in  the 
boundless  wealth  and  ravishing  delight  of  His 
joy  in  Heaven. 

And  in  this  hour  divine  of  God  possessing 
me,  it  was  a  sweet  music  of  blessed  hallowed 
moments,  flooding  me  in  consolation. 

Oui,  c'etait  musique,  une  melodie  divine, 
un  cantique  ravissant,  qui  se  chantait  la 
audedans  de  moi  dans  ce  seul  a  seul  avec 
Dieu,  incomprehensiblement  mais  actuelle- 
ment  la. 

Ah  !  Fran^ais,  que  je  n'ai  pas  pu  apprendre 
sans  paroles  religieuses,  si  souvent  sous  mes 
yeux,  et  qui  semble  etre  pour  moi  le  langage 
du  bon  Dieu,  je  vous  consacre  a  jamais  au 
Dieu  de  mon  cceur,  car  de  ces  moments  du 
ciel,  ces  moments  enivrants,  c'est  en  frangais 
que  chante  mon  ame,  une  langue  que  je  ne 
connaissait  pas  dans  mes  premieres  annees 
d'obscurite  et  de  malheur. 

Often  I  had  listened  to  the  girls  taught 
Thanksgiving  on  the  word  "  Ardor  "as  a 
guide  to  "  Adoration,  Reconnaissance,  De- 
mande,  Offrande,  Resolution,"  so  I  tried  to 
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find  phrases  to  adore,  thank,  ask,  then  offer 
and  resolve.  But  consecutive  words  and 
prayer  forms  seemed  to  belong  to  less  sacred 
times,  my  own  innermost  me  still  wanted  to 
be  left  alone  to  sing  its  own  song  of  joy  and 
gratitude,  its  own  symphony  of  love  and 
gladness,  felt  through  every  fibre  of  my 
being. 

The  ten-o'clock  people  had  gone,  and  High 
Mass  was  beginning  with  its  glorious  music. 
I  tried  to  follow,  but  the  pages  of  my 
book  opened  of  themselves  at  Communion, 
so  I  savoured  those  burning  words  of  St. 
Alphonse,  echoing  his  raptures,  never  before 
read. 

Mass  drew  to  a  close,  the  congregation 
dwindled  away  once  more,  a  little  woman  in 
black,  jingling  her  keys,  looked  questioningly 
at  me.  She  was  that  same  little  woman  who 
one  year  before  had  come  towards  me  as  I 
stood  in  the  doorway,  never  dreaming  that  the 
church  I  hardly  dared  enter  would  be  the  one 
of  my  reception. 

So  the  spell  must  now  break — I  must  go — 
the  attendant  had  been  told  she  could  leave 
earlier  to  hurry  to  a  sick  husband,  and  at  that 
time  in  London  some  churches  had  to  be  shut 
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at  midday  for  an  hour  or  so.  I  must  go, 
though  reluctantly,  but  with  my  delicious 
secret,  "  mon  secret  a  moi." 

Due  to   dine  with  relatives,  their   2  p.m. 
dinner  was  also  my  breakfast. 


CHAPTER  V 

Full  days — Wandering  about  Belgium — King  Leopold — 
The  Duo— "Go'" 

How  those  dear  nuns  greeted  me  when,  a  few 
days  later,  I  was  back  at  the  Convent !  Two 
big  kisses,  one  on  each  cheek,  from  each  of 
the  twenty  nuns,  the  two  biggest  from 
Ma  Mere  herself! 

And  now,  participating  in  all  the  favours 
of  a  full  Catholicism,  began  the  most  joyous, 
light-hearted  time  of  my  life. 

Greedy,  avaricious  for  spiritual  books,  in 
tune  with  every  beautiful  passage,  1  absorbed 
all  I  could  lay  hands  on,  but  the  ever- 
practical  Sceur  Marie  wisely  restricted  my 
appetite,  though  unbeknown  to  her  I  did 
manage  to  get  some  extra  reading. 

"L'enfant  gatee,"  the  Sisters  said.  They 
knew  they  spoilt  me,  but  how  could  they  resist 
all  the  demands  I  made  ?  So  on  those  rare 
Communion  Days  once  or  twice  monthly 
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they  had  to  grant  me  permit  to  remain 
a  while  after  the  others,  for  to  squeeze 
thanksgiving  into  the  allotted  quarter-hour  was 
impossible.  When  the  school  had  "  grande 
promenade  "  I  was  allowed  to  the  town  alone, 
to  see  other  churches  and  gain  a  wider 
knowledge.  Sometimes  they  arranged  for 
me  to  visit  another  Convent,  or  to  be  the 
substitute  for  someone's  Hour  of  Adoration. 
I  enjoyed  it  all,  but  that  little  Convent  chapel 
was  the  dearest  spot  on  earth  ;  how  I  loved  it 
only  those  can  tell  who  have  passed  through 
that  ethereal  time  of  their  first  fervour. 

The  Sceur  Sacristine  allowed  me  to  help 
her,  but  never  could  induce  me  to  go  right  up 
to  the  Altar  to  dust. 

"  Have  you  finished  ?  "  she  would  ask. 

"Yes,  all  except " 

"  Ah,  and  I  am  so  busy ;  I  thought  you 
came  to  help  me,"  she  would  say,  sighing — the 
pretence  of  which  I  could  see  through. 

"I'm  sorry,  ma  sceur,  really  I  can't  go 
nearer — perhaps  it  is  because — well,  je  suis  si 
nouvelle" 

"'Si  nouvelle,'  quel  mot ! "  she  would  smile ; 
"  ah,  bien  vous  etes  unique." 

In  the  holidays  I  went  to  Bruges,  Ghent, 
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another  time  to  Brussels.  Here  I  was  en 
trusted  with  an  important  letter  to  a  Convent. 
I  think  its  importance  lay  in  the  fact  that  they 
were  to  show  me  over,  feed  me,  and  see  me  off 
to  catch  a  train  at  the  Gare  du  Nord  for  a 
country  place  where  I  was  to  pass  a  few  days 
at  an  Adoration  Convent. 

On  my  way  back  to  the  station  I  noticed  a 
church  door  almost  hidden  among  the  shops. 
Folk  were  going  in.  So  did  I.  Benediction 
was  commencing,  a  rich  organ  rolled  out  that 
divine  "  O  Salutaris."  After  the  "  Laudate  " 
I  remembered  my  train.  It  had  gone.  Only 
one  more,  arriving  very  late,  and  a  long  wait 
first.  I  had  left  my  school  at  5  a.m.  that 
winter's  morning,  was  somewhat  tired,  and 
though  the  streets  were  picturesque  enough, 
shops  and  houses  tipped  in  snow,  it  was 
getting  colder,  so  I  took  refuge  in  the  waiting- 
room. 

At  my  destination  the  train  stopped  in 
the  middle  of  the  line,  a  usual  performance 
at  small  places.  I  climbed  out,  the  steps 
generally  being  several  feet  from  the  ground. 
An  official  came  up  swinging  a  lantern,  asking 
if  I  was  the  Mademoiselle  expected  at  the 
Convent.  Dear  me,  thought  I,  how  did  he 
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know?  Then,  seeing  me  start  off  alone,  he 
requested  me  to  wait  till  he  had  taken  the 
tickets  and  shut  the  station.  I  supposed  there 
was  one — on  one  side  perhaps,  though  I  could 
see  nothing  but  snow-white  country.  Then 
he  took  my  small  bag,  saying,  "  You  are 
alone  ?  Ah,  you  are  English."  Always  an 
explanation,  this,  of  my  solitary  roaming 
about. 

Up  a  steep  hill  past  the  sleeping  village, 
faint  shadows  under  the  twinkling  stars,  we 
arrived  to  find  the  Convent  bolted  and  barred 
for  the  night,  but  the  station-master  pulled 
the  bobbin  bell  in  the  porch  and  brought  a 
Sister,  who,  amid  a  torrent  of  exclamations, 
asking  what  dreadful  things  had  happened 
to  delay  me,  saying  how  they  had  been  so 
"  agitees,"  thinking  me  lost  in  Brussels, 
welcomed  me  in,  explaining  the  community 
had  gone  to  bed  "long  ago,"  but  Rev.  Mere 
awaited  me.  She  brought  hot  supper  while 
I  owned  the  cause  of  my  lateness. 

The  visitor's  room  was  in  a  separate  wing. 
The  portress  assured  me  a  stove  had  been 
burning  all  day.  More  likely  a  refrigerator, 
I  thought,  for  surely  the  room  was  at  zero  1 
The  windows  were  frosted,  the  air  chill,  and 
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my  teeth  chattered  as  I  thanked  Ma  Sceur 
for  her  kindness,  telling  me  I  could  have  a 
"  good  rest "  and  need  not  rise  at  the  4.30 
a.m.  bell,  but  that  she  would  come  at  5.30, 
and  I  would  be  in  time  for  the  second 
Mass. 

The  water  had  a  thin  coat  of  ice  then — in 
the  morning  a  little  thicker.  The  sheets  were 
unbleached  linen. 

When  Sister  woke  me  I  thought  it  was  the 
middle  of  the  night:  it  was  colder  than  ever 
and  stars  were  still  blinking  at  me. 

But  what  a  beautiful  church !  And  there 
is  one  way  of  finding  warmth  in  these 
wintry  convents — by  going  to  the  deep  well 
of  Holy  Communion,  God- Love  will  warm 
the  heart,  and  from  the  heart  flows  all 
circulation. 

The  church  was  cruciform  in  shape ;  on  the 
right  were  white- veiled  novices ;  on  the  left 
the  black-robed  professed.  Almost  hid  in  a 
little  lobby  to  themselves  at  the  bottom  of 
the  aisle  was  "the  world."  In  the  body  of 
the  church  were  about  a  hundred  orphans, 
picturesque  in  their  quaint  white  caps  and 
shoulder  kerchiefs.  Visible  to  all  in  the 
grand  marble  sanctuary  rose  a  magnificent 
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altar  in  white  and  gold.  Candles  were  being 
lit,  a  simple  Gregorian  chant  from  far  away 
in  the  high  organ-loft  began  the  daily 
Benediction  before  Exposition. 

That  was  a  vast  convent-homestead — would 
there  were  more  like  them — farm,  potato  fields, 
kitchen  gardens,  duck-pond,  fruit-trees,  flower- 
gardens  providing  altar  decoration  every  week 
of  the  year.  A  little  wood  on  a  hill  where  in 
summer  the  Sisters  picnicked  on  feast-days, 
an  arbour  where  after-dinner  coffee  was  taken 
on  big  occasions.  Cloisters  where,  dry-shod, 
one  could  still  be  outdoors  for  recreation  or 
promenade  while  saying  office.  A  little  stream 
always  joyously  trickling  past  a  pretty  grotto 
in  imitation  of  Lourdes,  where  feathery  ferns 
made  a  perpetual  bouquet  at  Our  Lady's  feet. 
Set  high  on  a  natural  eminence,  in  view  of  the 
whole  village,  was  a  Calvary.  Such  was  the 
home  of  these  busy  nuns.  They  make  their 
own  bread,  cheese,  butter,  smoke  their  own 
meats,  dry  their  own  fruit,  and  Rev.  Mother's 
proud  boast  was  that  every  day  of  the  year 
they  have  their  own  fruit  after  dinner. 

In  spite  of  the  cold  I  enjoyed  my  little 
visit,  but  naughty  Sceur  Marie,  introducing 
me  there,  did  you  think  a  vocation  would 
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come  to  my  admiring  heart  ?  Ah,  no  !  Once 
at  home  Father  had  complained  to  me, 
"  You  have  not  enough  of  the  devil  in  you  ! " 
Nevertheless  there  was  quite  enough  of  him 
left,  and  for  a  religious  order  there  was  not 
enough  of  the  saint  in  me  to  enable  me  to 
sacrifice  my  will  to  a  vow  of  Obedience,  so 
that  it  becomes  no  more  than  a  mere  stick 
that  one  could,  so  to  speak,  lay  on  the  table, 
under  the  table,  by  the  door,  to  be  knocked 
down  perhaps,  trodden  on  even,  left,  forgotten, 
even  kicked  by  careless  feet. 

Poor  little  Will,  you  would  not  like  that, 
would  you,  dear? 

But  Belgium  always  fascinated  me :  her 
Catholicism  part  of  her  daily  life ;  the  little 
paths  to  her  Calvaries,  worn  by  frequent  feet ; 
her  workmen  doffing  their  caps  when  passing 
a  church ;  the  Angelus  ringing,  often  arresting 
them  at  their  labour,  if  only  to  make  a  sign 
of  the  Cross  in  memory  of  the  Incarnation. 
When  necessary  to  take  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
to  the  sick  or  dying  the  priest  traverses  the 
streets  openly  with  acolytes  bearing  lighted 
candles  in  quaint  lanterns,  chanting  as  he  goes. 
The  ever-open  church  doors  show  worshippers 
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coming  and  going  at  every  hour  of  the  day. 
Busy  market-women,  huge  baskets  on  either 
arm,  containing  every  variety  of  goods  to  sell, 
including  fish,  onions  or  other  easily-told  com 
modity,  deposit  their  wares  in  front  of  them 
and  kneel  on  the  floor  to  pray,  probably  asking 
a  blessing  on  their  commerce.  The  Way  of 
the  Cross  is  so  often  made.  I  used  to  like 
watching  a  mother  with  a  babe  in  her  arms, 
or  mites  clinging  to  her  skirts,  or  an  elder 
sister  teaching  younger  ones,  or  endeavouring 
to  make  her  brothers  more  quiet  on  their  feet. 
How  on  earth  they  keep  on  their  sabots  as 
they  kneel  and  rise  is  a  puzzle. 

Our  school  met  King  Leopold  early  one 
summer  morning,  out  for  a  stroll  on  the  Digue 
with  only  an  aide-de-camp.  He  stopped  and 
spoke  to  us,  asking  how  many  English  there 
were,  and  before  passing  on  told  Sister  to  give 
us  a  holiday  in  his  honour,  for  which  we 
thanked  him  delightedly.  The  9  a.m.  Mass 
at  the  Parish  Church  was  called  the  King's 
Mass  ;  needless  to  say  the  always  good  orchestra 
was  augmented  and  the  church  crowded. 
'Cellos,  violins,  flutes,  trumpets,  etc.,  all  have 
their  part  to  increase  in  dignity  the  High 
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Mass.     I  enjoyed  Belgium's  grandest  as  well 
as  her  simplest  services. 

In  the  spring  came  the  day  for  my  Fourth 
Sacrament.  The  Bishop  of  Bruges  was  to 
confirm  400  children,  and  I  was  to  go  up  the 
first  after  the  boys,  before  the  little  ones  of 
our  Convent  who  had  just  made  their  First 
Communion. 

"  Why  aren't  there  any  grown-ups  ? "  I  had 
asked. 

"  '  Why  ? ' "  answered  a  schoolfellow.  "  Be 
cause  we  are  confirmed  when  we  are  children, 
of  course ! " 

It  had  been  explained  to  the  Bishop  that 
my  presence  as  a  "  big  girl "  was  due  to  the 
fact  of  my  being  "  une  anglaise  convertie." 

Poor  Bishop !  he  got  severe  cramp  in  his 
hands  before  halfway  through  with  the  boys, 
and  could  not  leave  the  Altar  unless  he  began 
the  whole  ceremony  over  again.  But  they 
fetched  hot  water,  and  after  a  time,  intently 
watched  by  scores  of  little  eyes,  he  was  able 
to  continue. 

I  was  proud  of  my  first  approach  to  a  Bishop 
and  had  no  hesitation  now  in  making  promises 
in  a  true  and  solid  Faith.  And  I  could  not 


108  FINDING  A  SOUL 

help  thinking  of  how  I  used  to  long  for  my 
Big  Kind  Wind  to  enlighten  me — there  was, 
after  all,  a  real,  holy  Wind,  a  true  penetrating 
Spirit  to  breathe  Understanding,  Wisdom, 
Strength,  Counsel — all  we  would  for  the 
asking.  Little  did  I  dream  then  of  how  I 
should  have  to  overdraw  on  this  Holy  Deposit 
of  28th  May — if  overdraft  were  possible. 

I  had  had  all  the  Sacraments  now  that  were 
to  be  mine — all  except  one,  and  as  I  was 
barely  beginning  life,  that  one  for  Holy  Death 
would  not  be  just  yet. 

How  the  Sisters  advised  me  to  store  up 
strength  and  courage  for  my  leaving  day — 
that  day  of  woe.  As  I  wrote  home  freely 
about  Catholicism,  I  think  they  half  expected 
I  might  be  sent  for,  to  leave  for  good,  at  any 
moment. 

During  my  last  term,  mixed  with  a  certain 
sadness  at  the  prospect  of  having  to  change 
my  delightful  life,  was  the  constant  distraction 
of  a  Duo  to  be  performed  at  the  Distribution, 
the  grand  day  of  the  year.  The  Duo  was  long, 
difficult,  1  hated  it,  and  can  remember  now 
neither  its  name  nor  composer.  It  exposed  in 
its  close,  dark-looking  pages  every  kind  of 
technical  test.  It  was  a  bit  uncanny  too,  for 
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the  other  girl  who  had  to  play  it  with  me  on 
a  separate  piano  was  not  allowed  to  practise  it 
with  me. 

Many  a  time  1  told  Sceur  Cecile  it  was 
bound  to  fail.  "  Nous  allons  voir,"  was  her 
invariable  reply.  As  will  be  gathered,  success 
depended  upon — perfect  time.  One  semi-tone 
out,  and  imagine  the  discord  of  two  pianos  at 
loggerheads  !  We  tried,  by  arranging  certain 
signs  and  opening  the  doors  of  our  respective 
practising  rooms,  to  play  it  together,  only  to 
have  different  hours  given  us.  Thumping  our 
fingers  on  the  desk  was  not  much  use,  and 
even  if  we  began  that,  some  girl  would  utter 
a  reproachful  "  You  mustn't !  " 

If  the  Duo  should  succeed  I  told  Soeur 
Cecile  all  honour  would  be  hers  in  thus 
triumphing  over  my  worst  failing.  But  I 
made  conditions  for  the  grand  day.  First, 
that  my  piano  should  be  screened  from  the 
public  gaze ;  second,  that  Sceur  Cecile  should 
keep  near  me  ;  third,  that  I  should  not  be 
made  to  go  and  bow  to  the  assembly  after 
wards.  The  two  first  were  granted  me  after 
much  coaxing,  but  on  no  account  would  they 
"  make  exception  "  as  to  the  last. 

We  had   one  rehearsal,   and   I    made  the 
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peculiar  discovery  that  even  as  I  struck  notes 
on  a  seemingly  dumb  piano  and  heard  distinctly 
what  my  companion  was  playing  and  nothing 
else,  so  did  she  hear  only  my  notes,  her  own 
keyboard  appearing  dumb.  This,  of  course, 
helped  us  both.  Now,  Sister,  I  wonder  why 
you  kept  that  little  fact  from  us  during 
practice  ?  There  were  one  or  two  solo  passages, 
when  the  sound  of  my  own  notes  made  me 
nervous,  but  Sceur  Ce'cile  was  there  whispering 
"  Bien,  bien."  Then  at  the  exact  moment  my 
piano  went  dumb  again,  apparently,  while  I 
heard  the  other  briskly  accompanying  me. 

At  the  Distribution  my  Bishop  of  the  Con 
firmation  gave  away  crowns  and  prizes.  1  had 
to  go  up,  first  of  all,  for  the  special  white 
crown  of  the  year — for  general  good  conduct 
— but  had  done  nothing  to  deserve  it.  Green 
and  white  crowns  of  leaves  were  given  for 
industry  and  order.  Then  prizes — I  had  an 
armful  of  gaily  bound  books,  easily  earned,  it 
seemed  to  me.  What  I  treasured  most  was 
the  first  Music  prize. 

In  the  middle  of  a  varied  entertainment, 
including  a  grand  dramatic  piece,  taught 
entirely  by  one  nun,  came  our  Duo.  Applause 
greeted  us,  they  called  it  "  magnifique," 
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"  brillant,"  some  prophesying  for  us  a  "  famous 
future."  My  companion  in  it  was  not  nervous, 
and  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  applause,  and 
Soeur  Cecile  came  running  up  and  embraced 
us,  tears  in  her  eyes.  She  must  indeed  have 
been  glad  it  was  over,  it  had  been  a  great 
strain  on  her.  I  know  I  gave  her  an  awful 
time  of  it. 

And  never,  never  would  I  have  touched  it, 
the  whole  assembled  community  would  not 
have  induced  me  to  play  it  if  I  had  known  ! 
Thus  I  thought  to  myself,  for,  having  had  no 
news  to  the  contrary  from  Father,  I  was 
flattering  myself  I  was  to  stay  on  in  the  long 
holidays.  But  his  letter  was  burning  a  hole  at 
the  bottom  of  Soeur  Marie's  pocket.  Ma  Mere, 
knowing  how  it  would  upset  me,  had  told  her 
to  keep  it  back  till  after  the  Duo. 

Thus,  the  very  next  day,  instead  of  being 
one  of  many  more,  was — my  last. 

There  was  the  letter,  arranging  plainly  the 
details  of  boats  and  trains — words  cutting  me 
in  pieces.  My  prie-Dieu  was  washed  in  floods, 
the  nuns'  white  guimpes  soaked  trying  to 
wish  them  good-bye,  dear  faithful  creatures. 
Messages,  warnings,  promises,  farewells,  en 
couragements,  bewildering  in  their  suddenness 
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and  their  intense  affection  and  earnestness, 
rang  in  my  ears,  my  heart  severed  as  by 
knives  as  I  turned  my  back  on  a  so-well-loved 
spot.  Day  of  awful  woe.  "  Remington,  what's 
the  matter  with  you — getting  misty  all  over 
your  keys  ? " 

Back  in  London.  Well  had  they  warned 
me.  I  was  at  home  a  while,  following  the 
entire  Catholic  way ;  I  could  not  hide  it,  I 
just  went  in  for  it  whole-heartedly.  Then 
came  another  day  of  bitterness.  I  was  turned 
out.  Told  to  «  Go  ! " 

"Go!"  What  it  meant!  To  lose  all 
materially.  To  abandon  home,  customs, 
friends,  fortune,  means  of  a  musical  career 
just  when  I  was  in  the  eager  flush  of  longing 
to  advance,  willing  to  work  hard  at  it.  Then 
to  be  abandoned  by  other  relatives  even,  for 
they,  not  caring  to  displease  my  father,  who 
was  so  strong  in  his  own  ideas,  would  not 
befriend  me — me  the  child  who  had  done 
the  awful,  the  unpardonable  thing,  the  child 
who  had  become  a — Catholic.  The  child  must 
"  Go ! " 


CHAPTER  VI 

Looking  backwards — Life's  backstairs — Pitfalls — Pawn 
shop — Why  he  groaned — Stairs — More  stairs — Last 
stairs. 

"  As  for  myself,  the  principle  of  life  seems  to  me  beyond 
the  confines  of  science  "  (Darwin). 

LOOKING  backwards,  life  seems  to  me  net 
worked  with  stairs — all  kinds  of  stairs.  Some 
up,  many  down ;  fanciful  stairs  and  stairs  of 
grim  reality.  Yet  ever  at  the  topmost  one 
is  Beethoven,  calling  me.  Before  the  age  of 
reason  I  revelled  in  flying  down-stairs.  Later 
I  had  travelled  over  so  many  others  that  now, 
when  the  low-descending  stairs  of  poverty 
loomed  black  before  me,  I  could  but  hope  I 
should  not  fall  into  their  miry  depths. 

What  a  child  I  was  when,  holding  Father's 
hand,  often  more  tired  than  I  would  own,  he 
took  his  three  bairns  up  the  wide  steps  of 
museums  to  learn  the  Origin  of  Species  and 
the  part  played  by  plants  and  animals  in  the 
making  of  our  world — so  proud  was  he  of  our 
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"  scientific  minds,"  so  eager,  so  over-eager,  to 
cram  them  to  the  full  with  science. 

How  often  at  the  Natural  History  Museum 
we  stood  before  the  figure  of  Darwin,  weary 
of  waiting,  while  Father,  hat  in  hand,  looked 
long  at  the  man  who  had  done  more  thinking, 
perhaps,  than  any  other,  as  shown  by  the 
wonderfully  sculptured  eyes,  so  deeply  set 
inwards.  Yet  Darwin,  whom  scientists  look 
on  as  one  of  their  biggest  lights,  great  thinker 
as  he  undoubtedly  was,  said  a  short  while 
before  he  died,  that  to  imply  that  he  could 
explain  the  universe  was  a  most  monstrous 
exaggeration. 

"  The  more  one  thinks,"  said  Darwin,  "  the 
more  one  feels  the  hopeless  immensity  of  man's 
ignorance.  If  we  consider  the  whole  universe, 
the  mind  refuses  to  look  at  it  as  the  outcome 
of  chance.  The  whole  question  seems  to  me 
insoluble." 1 

We  used  to  think  nothing  more  tiring  than 
tramping  up  and  down  museums  and  picture 
galleries  ;  perhaps  we  liked  the  Zoo  or  Botani 
cal  Gardens,  with  their  rockery  and  brickwork 
steps  and  shady  corners,  better  than  Father's 
lessons  on  how  Nature  life  was  fructified. 

1  Origin  of  Life,  C.T.S. 
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Less  fatiguing,  as  traversed  with  zest,  were 
the  palatial  steps  of  a  concert  hall  where 
Father  took  me  alone  to  hear  the  finest 
music. 

The  most  daring  climb  we  made,  apart  from 
trees,  was  up  the  ship's  rope  ladders  when 
going  a  pleasure  cruise  round  Scotland ;  we 
ran  on  board  thinking  it  a  grand  playground, 
clambering  about  till  stopped  by  the  captain, 
to  whom  horrified  lady  passengers  had  com 
plained. 

There  were  enjoyable  memories  of  the  wild 
seaside  places  where,  barefoot,  we  slipped  about 
the  rocky  earth-steps,  dank,  shell-covered,  sea 
weed-clinging,  Nature-made  stairs,  merging  on 
sandy  wilds  or  down  to  mysterious  caves  where 
it  was  good  to  invent  smugglers'  yarns.  And 
many  were  the  grassy,  heath-decked  heights 
of  hill  or  down  we  had  traversed  in  different 
counties,  always  priding  ourselves  on  going 
further  than  others,  penetrating  thicker  woods 
or  more  dangerous  places. 

And  at  Grandma's  those  rich-carpeted  soft 
low  stairs  and  the  iron  ladders  of  the  steeple 
from  whence  the  panorama  beneath  would 
have  shown  the  far-stretching  grounds — I  see 
now  how  it  signified  material  opulence :  those 
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days  of  rich  plenty  and  fair  promise,  now 
gone  for  ever. 

Then  I  could  not  forget  those  dark  wet 
water  stairs,  going  down,  down  to  look  death 
in  the  face  when  drowning,  and  what  quanti 
ties  of  other  stairs — those  queer,  brass-tipped, 
studded  ones  of  a  steamer  leading  one  to  suffer 
ing — oh,  mal  de  mer,  only  way  to  cross  the 
wild  North  Sea.  Then  in  a  new  life  were  the 
yellow  sanded  stairs  of  Convent-school,  only 
carpeted  for  Sundays,  and  the  clean  scrubbed 
stone  ones  of  other  Convents. 

Symbolical  were  the  two  steps  down  to  that 
dark  Confessional  where  on  day  memorable  I 
buried  for  ever  all  early  sins,  preparing  to 
mount  shyly  those  three  chaste  marble  steps 
near  the  altar  on  my  First  Communion  day. 

Then  in  London,  mixed  up  with  the  weari 
ness  of  seeking  a  situation,  what  fun  it  was, 
going  up  Convent  steps,  ringing  the  bell, 
asking  simply,  "  Can  I  go  to  the  chapel, 
please,  Sister  ?  "  Some  would  show  the  way 
without  demur,  some  would  look  at  me 
questioningly,  wondering  doubtless  at  my 
audacity.  Others  would  ask,  "You  have 
friends  here  perhaps  ?  "  or,  "  You  know  some 
one  ? "  and  I  would  answer  mostly  in  French, 
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as  so  many  were  French-speaking  portresses, 
"  Seulement  le  bon  Dieu.  Laissez-moi  aller 
a  la  chapelle,  s'il  vous  plait."  Enclosed 
orders,  schools,  nursing-sisters,  orphanages, 
charitable  institutions,  it  was  all  the  same  to 
me,  I  just  wanted  to  find  out  every  chapel  in 
London.  Some  nuns  would  tell  me  the  way, 
if  not  visible,  and  leave  me ;  others  would 
accompany  me,  but  never  once  was  I  refused. 

But  after  that  edict  "  Go  !  "  came  the  period 
of  life's  backstairs — down,  down,  down  the  icy 
steps  to  poverty,  want,  hardship,  misfortune. 
Nowhere  to  go,  nothing  to  do,  no  one  to  be, 
no  post  to  find,  unwanted,  untroubled  about 
in  the  commercial  world  of  work — tiring, 
weary  ways  to  tramp,  a  mere  unit  among 
life's  thousands  seeking  work  to  live. 

Some  of  the  first  steps  on  that  backstairs  life 
were  to  answer  an  advertisement.  A  crowd  of 
women  found  it  to  be  a  registry  office,  and  no 
one  appeared  at  3  p.m.  for  the  interview.  A 
passing  bus-conductor  called  out  "  She's  at  it 
again !  "  which  did  not  improve  the  temper  of 
the  waiting  applicants.  The  superintendent 
within,  a  clerk  on  either  side,  was  taking 
half-crowns  as  fast  as  she  could,  for  eager 
seekers  of  places  had  come  from  all  parts  of 
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the  suburbs  and  were  beguiled,  as  was  myself, 
into  parting  with  a  precious  2«y.  6d.  for  one  of 
the  "  many  excellent  places  "  waiting  "  suitable 
applicants."  A  gentleman  was  interviewing 
the  weary  waiters,  but  he  had  been  fetched, 
and  altogether  we  did  not  believe  he  intended 
to  engage  anyone. 

"  What  kind  of  place  do   you  want  ? "  I 
was  asked  in  my  turn. 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  1  frankly,  thinking 
the  woman  was  there  to  help  me. 
"  What  have  you  been  trained  for  ?  " 
"  Nothing." 

"  Well,  what  education  have  you  had  ?  " 
"  Oh,  I've  been  to  eleven  different  schools." 
"  What  can  you  do — teaching  ?  nursing  ? " 
"  Oh  no,  I  hate  teaching,  and  could  never 


nurse  ! 


The  woman  shrugged  her  shoulders  im 
patiently.  "  Well,  what  can  you  do  in  par 
ticular  ? " 

I  had  no  idea  of  the  value  of  that  woman's 
time  and  could  think  of  nothing  but  things  I 
had  done  for  Father  as  "  particular,"  so  men 
tioned  I  could  care  for  a  museum,  sort  fossils, 
pin  out  moths ;  then,  seeing  her  expression, 
hastened  to  add  in  desperation,  "I  can  play 
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Beethoven,"  but  she  was  turning  brusquely 
away.  Confound  it !  What  could  1  do  else  ? 
"Oh,"  I  added  hastily,  "I  know  French!" 
and  seeing  her  look  more  hopeful,  added 
triumphantly,  "  I  learnt  abroad." 

"  Have  you  ?  You  might  have  said  so 
before." 

And  I  left  innocently  believing  my  fee 
would  land  me  in  a  comfortable  berth.  I 
had  yet  to  learn  the  ways  of  the  world. 
What  lots  Father  had  tried  to  teach,  yet  in 
the  wage-earning  market  I  was  of  no  value. 

A  well-meaning  but  unpractical  relative  had 
put  in  an  advertisement  for  me  resulting  in 
three  replies,  one  asking  an  interview.  On 
my  way  to  take  train  there  I  met  a  casual 
church  acquaintance,  to  whom  I  excitedly 
unfolded  my  good  news,  showing  my 
letter. 

"  You  must  not  go  there,"  said  she. 

"  Must  not  ?  But  look  what  a  splendid 
salary  it  is,  and " 

"  Yes,  but  can't  you  see  what  it  means  ? 
It's  not  an  honest  letter.  Believe  me,  I  know. 
You  must  not  go  there." 

"  You  know  the  man  ?  You  mean  he'll  rob 
me?" 
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"  No,  I  don't  know  him  ;  but  yes — he  might 
rob  you." 

I  read  the  letter  again,  wondering  how  she 
could  detect  thieving  propensities  in  the 
handwriting,  but  she  was  so  grave  and  so 
much  older  than  myself  I  felt  bound  to 
give  in. 

"  Come  back  with  me,"  said  she  kindly ; 
"  we'll  see  if  we  can  find  something  in  the 
papers." 

Then  indeed  there  were  steps  to  traverse : 
up  office  stairs,  hopefully  expectant  to  gain 
a  place ;  down  dejectedly  to  tramp  elsewhere, 
a  list  of  addresses  in  hand  ;  over  muggy  front 
door  steps,  weary  and  tired,  not  from  their 
steepness,  but  by  the  chill,  unsympathetic 
reception  given,  the  pert  questioning,  the 
hard  inquisitive  eye. 

These  things  tire  far  more  than  did,  for 
instance,  the  winding,  twisting,  narrowing 
way  up  Bruges  Belfry,  of  happy  memory, 
from  whose  towering  heights  the  bright, 
many-coloured  market-folk  below  looked  like 
striped  peppermints  crawling  on  a  dish.  My 
spirit  was  oft  enough  in  Belgenland  while  my 
body  followed  on  its  weary  round.  So  life 
went  on,  down  to  the  depths,  struggling  up 
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again,  making  no  fortune,  but  getting  at  least 
experience. 

And  from  a  mass  of  varied  happenings,  one 
still  makes  me  smile  as  its  memory  comes  right 
from  slummy  back  streets  of  a  seaside  town 
where  hang  three  grimy  gold  balls.  With 
that  destination  in  view,  lugging,  dragging, 
straining  along  with  poor  heavy  Remington, 
only  treasure  I  had  left — panting,  aching, 
depositing  him  at  last  on  Shylock's  counter — 
to  avoid  the  power  of  the  landlady  dragon, 
wanting  her  one-room  rent. 

Meeting  the  interrogations  of  the  inquisitive 
proprietor,  who  looked  as  if  he  thought  I  had 
run  away  from  the  Municipal  Offices  with  their 
typewriter,  he  asked  me  to  produce  a  receipt 
of  purchase  !  Gracious,  what  next !  I  ex 
plained  I  would  have  to  write  for  a  copy, 
being  away  from  my  things.  "  Ah  !  "  was  all 
he  replied.  I  begged  to  be  allowed  to  leave  my 
treasure  with  him  in  the  interval,  but  no,  he 
could  not  permit  this.  I  winced  as  I  thought 
of  its  weight,  and  the  getting  home,  risking 
the  landlady  seeing  myself  and  friend  arrive 
back  with  it.  But  arguments  and  coaxings 
were  useless. 

So  clutching  Rem.  once  more  I  departed. 
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A  bit  further  along  there  was  the  man  who 
showed  folk  to  their  seats  on  Sunday.  In 
our  nervous  misery  we  thought,  of  course,  he 
would  divine  everything  and  tell  everyone — the 
whole  congregation  would  get  to  know  about 
it — the  whole  town  perhaps !  We  deposited 
the  typewriter  on  the  pavement,  trying  to 
hide  him  with  our  skirts  while  we  became 
most  intent  on  a  shop-window.  Then  we  saw 
a  small  boy,  but  the  little  wretch  made  him 
self  as  conspicuous  as  possible  while  he  pant- 
ingly  tried  to  lug  the  weighty  machine  along. 
When  at  a  considerable  distance,  for  we  had 
purposely  lagged  behind,  he  shouted  out, 
"  Mum,  this  'ere's  too  'eavy,  1  must  get 
another  boy  to  'elp  me ! "  Thus  with  two 
struggling  urchins  we  got  to  a  tram  and  poor 
Rem.  was  deposited  on  the  footboard,  the 
conductor  taking  care  to  make  an  extra  charge. 

At  our  return  luckily  the  landlady  was 
hanging  out  clothes  at  the  back,  so  we 
managed  to  enter  unnoticed  and  pushed  the 
machine  back  under  the  bed — his  usual  resting- 
place  when  not  in  use,  propped  up  on  the 
washstand. 

Several  days  elapsed  before  I  could  get  a 
copy  of  receipt,  and  our  landlady  was  pleased 
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enough  when  we  told  her  we  would  be  "  out 
to  dinner,"  having  nothing  to  give  her  to  cook. 
For  the  next  journey  we  arranged  openly  with 
a  greengrocer  to  cart  Rem.  for  some  magic 
interview,  and  paid  him  off  at  the  end  of  the 
pawnshop  street,  hoping  he  would  not  guess 
its  destination. 

Then,  the  business  concluded,  I  begged 
Shylock  not  to  let  him  get  damp  and  to  take 
care  of  him ! 

How  Remington  chuckles  to  himself  nowa 
days  when  a  more  than  usually  dignified  MS. 
honours  him.  "  If  the  author  only  knew 
where  1  had  been — ha,  ha,  ha  ! — in  that  old 
pawnshop  !  "  and  his  laugh  is  so  infectious  I 
have  to  join  in.  Oh  yes,  it  was  all  part  of  the 
adventure. 

Thus  life  continued,  down  in  the  depths, 
seeing,  hearing,  feeling  the  bitters  of  life, 
floundering  about,  losing  my  floats,  nothing 
to  stand  on,  crying  out  in  vain  to  my  father 
as  he  stood  on  the  safe  rich  shore,  "  You  are 
letting  me  drown  ! " 

Was  going  to  Shylock  the  lowest  step  of 
misery  ?  No !  Down  lower  yet,  or  so  it 
seemed,  down  the  pitch-black  formless  stairs, 
in  spirit  at  least,  every  step  more  black — the 
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dark  night  of  threatened  blindness,  having 
been  told  by  an  eminent  man  that  I  was  losing 
my  sight.  Mentioning  it  to  my  landlady  at 
my  return  from  having  my  eyes  examined,  she 
scarce  took  any  notice.  What  was  I  to  her  ? 
One  of  many,  soon  to  go,  just  a  week's  pay, 
nothing  more. 

But  threatened  worsts  do  not  happen. 
Clutching  at  straws,  and  not  in  vain,  for 
twisted  together  do  they  not  make  climbing 
rope  ?  new  ways  opened  out ;  there  are  kind 
folk  in  the  world,  thank  Heaven,  and  kind 
tactful  service ;  how  often  it  helps  more  than 
the  opulence  of  the  rich ! 

Later  in  a  progressive  post,  with  moderate 
comfort  in  a  living  wage,  and  "rise"  and 
commission  looming  ahead,  the  future  even 
had  a  rosy  tint. 

But  again,  it  was  not  to  be.  From  neglect 
when  at  home  some  crippling  illness  now  came 
to  me,  and,  alas !  stays  with  me,  making  the 
earning  of  a  living  still  harder.  But  ever 
must  I  follow  the  stairs  of  my  life,  seek 
pastures  new.  Unable  to  go  after  work,  I 
must  beg  work  to  come  to  me,  and  with 
Remington,  quite  unblushing  for  his  past, 
prepare  romances  for  others. 
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When  all  seemed  blackest,  always  some 
light  came.  How  easily  the  bath-chair  sold 
(of  what  use  was  it  with  no  one  to  push  it? 
the  gold  was  far  more  enjoyable).  "Say  an 
act  of  bath-charity,"  said  a  friend,  "  and  it  will 
sell."  It  did. 

An  early  memory  floats  to  me  across  the 
years — an  unwitting  ascent  to  the  feet  of  Our 
Blessed  Lady.  Father  taught  me  some  Italian 
hymns  from  a  child's  beautifully  got  up  little 
book.  It  had  a  pretty  picture  of  a  mother  and 
baby.  Asking  why  he  had  a  hoop  round  his 
head,  "  That  is  the  artist's  way  of  painting 
perfect  happiness,"  had  been  my  Dad's  words. 
He  told  me  the  poetry  was  exquisite,  but 
never  let  me  learn  the  English.  Thus,  un 
knowingly,  I  had  addressed  the  Blessed 
Mother,  and  she,  not  to  be  outdone,  had 
saved  up  my  childish  requests  in  due  time  to 
respond  to  them. 

And  what  about  music  all  these  years  of 
hard  toil  ?  Practical  music  was  all  but  driven 
out  of  my  life,  after  being  Father's  chief  ambi 
tion  for  me,  and  my  dreams  from  childhood 
had  ever  been  one  day  to  stand  on  a  concert 
platform — Beethoven's  score  in  hand. 
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It  seems  strange  that  Father  should  have 
missed  the  great  message  Beethoven  tried  to 
give  him.  His  music  expresses  the  highest 
spiritual  ideal,  but  Father,  could  he  perceive 
it  ?  What  used  he  to  think  at  those  strange 
times  when  he  would  lie  and  groan  under  the 
power  of  a  Beethoven  symphony  ?  He  must 
have  been  conscious  of  some  call  to  higher 
things,  but  recognising  no  soul,  mad  with  him 
self  because  he  could  not  respond,  his  soul- 
there  all  the  time,  unknown  to  him,  but 
awaiting  his  will — struggled  for  mastery  over 
him  and  thus  threw  him  into  physical  pain,  so 
that  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  and  groaned 
as  would  a  savage,  or  a  young  undisciplined 
child,  uncomprehending  the  forces  at  work 
within  him.  Adoring  the  great  Master  of 
Music  who  exercised  greater  influence  over 
him  than  aught  else,  yet  he  could  not  avow 
Beethoven's  spiritual  ascendancy,  could  but  cry 
out  painfully,  "  What  does  Beethoven  mean, 
I  wonder?" 

If  only  Dad  could  have  said,  "  Master,  I 
believe  the  Faith  that  is  thine,  the  Faith  that 
made  thee  great ! "  what  joy,  what  possibility 
would  have  enriched  his  life ! 

Father  ever  thirsted  for  knowledge,  seeking 
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in  science  to  enrich  his  mind,  but  his  capacities 
were  unfulfilled,  his  desires  unattained.  Loving 
Nature,  spending  most  of  his  life  with  her,  he 
worshipped  things  created,  missing  the  great 
and  glorious  Creator — but  not  losing  Him 
altogether,  for  now,  one  may  hope  and  pray, 
in  God's  own  light  revealed,  he  may  go  on 
learning,  even  as  at  death  the  eyes  of  his  soul 
were  opened.  And  Dad  asked  for  me — but 
too  late.  God  knows  what  he  thought — what 
he  would  have  said.  That  in  reality  he  loved 
me  all  the  time — I  believe.  That  it  was  his 
intense  disappointment,  his  unbreakable  pre 
judice,  that  made  him  act  as  he  did  towards 
me,  even  when  appealed  to  in  illness,  that  I 
understand.  And  that  Dad  did  not  under 
stand  Beethoven  as  I,  his  own  child,  do — that 
I  know! 

Death  need  not  interfere  with  Father's 
insatiable  thirst  for  knowledge.  The  very 
God  he  passed  by,  Author  of  all  knowledge, 
will  complete  his  earthly  attainments,  giving 
him  all  truth,  all  science,  explanation,  fulfil 
ment — in  Himself. 

Ever  must  our  lives  play  out  their 
symphonies.  Sorrow's  steps  must  oft  be 
followed.  In  my  own  Symphony  by  far  the 
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longest  portion  is  the  great  solemn  Funeral 
March,  grandest  ever  written.  But  it  has 
also  the  brave  Allegro  and  its  delightful 
Scherzo,  brimful  of  happy  joy,  typical,  perhaps, 
of  the  freshness  of  independence,  that  out 
standing  quality  of  all  the  great  Master's  work. 
Typical  too,  perhaps,  of  the  laughter  among 
God's  waving  flowers,  nodding  grasses,  bending 
ferns  or  spraying  wavelets,  belonging  to  one 
no  matter  how  poor,  how  far  from  the  world's 
opulence.  Typical,  perhaps,  of  those  glad 
surprises  God  sends  one  through  the  post, 
even  in  the  end  from  relatives,  turning  the 
dullest  day  into  a  dancing  one. 

Then  comes  my  Symphony's  Presto  Finale, 
so  strong,  so  exalted,  so  emphatic  in  its 
magnificent  Hope,  ending  in  sustained  heights 
of  such  noble  chords,  with  a  final  swerve  of 
rushing  octave  stairs  to  Heaven-glad  con 
solation,  with  such  a  firm  positive  chord  of 
satisfying  finality,  anchor-rooted  with  divine 
assurance. 

And  this  glorious  ending,  how  can  it  do 
aught  but  give  joy  and  God-faith,  for  if  the 
preceding  Symphony  movements  have  been 
played  through  and  worked  their  part  in  life, 
why  should  not  the  last  ? 
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Should  I  so  eagerly  have  embraced  Catholi 
cism  had  I  known  all  that  would  hefall  ?  I  was 
once  asked.  YES  !  a  thousand  times,  YES. 
Put  all  in  the  scales,  add  to  it  all  that  yet 
may  come  of  hard,  steep  climbing  to  reach 
the  goal.  Now  balance  against  it  all  that  it 
means,  all  that  it  gives,  all  that  it  leads  to, 
the  all  that  it  is,  now  and  always,  to  be — a 
Catholic. 

What  matter  the  painful  Funeral  March 
when  the  ending  is  so  supremely  glorious? 

And  after  all  these,  stairs — fairy  stairs,  dream 
stairs,  musical  stairs,  stairs  of  wood,  stone, 
brick,  rock,  marble,  soft-carpeted,  or  poverty 
oil-clothed,  glaring  front  or  dingy  back,  icy 
water  or  murky  black,  holy  stairs  of  Rome, 
Scala  Santa,  where  at  least  in  spirit  one 
mounts  on  humble  knee,  painful  things  to 
learn — what  matter  the  steps,  the  steeps,  the 
stumbles,  the  falls,  in  life's  adventures,  since 
having  mounted  those  stairs  to  the  Finding, 
one  has  the  Gate  of  Hope  in  view? 

Thus,  finally,  when  all  of  earth  falls  away 
and  fades,  may  the  soul,  answering  Beethoven's 
call,  drawn  by  the  magnet  of  the  ever-waiting 
Love,  hungering  for  union  with  eternal 
mysteries,  pass  up  by  the  sacramental  stairs, 
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thence  step  by  step  to  mount  Purgatory's 
cleansing  stairway,  leading  nearer  and  ever 
nearer  to  the  unutterable  Majesty,  till  the 
Golden  Door  flies  open  at  last  and  the  song 
of  welcoming  melody  floods  the  exultant  soul, 
ushering  it  into  the  everlasting  harmony  of 
God's  own  Symphony  of  LOVE. 
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